Staves of Agony 


Author: rdyfrde 

Bands: Angra, Blind Guardian, Edguy, Gamma Ray, HammerFall, Helloween, Primal Fear, Rhapsody of Fire 
Characters: Kiko Loureiro, Rafael Bittencourt, André Olbrich, Hansi Karsch, Jens Ludwig, Tobias Sammet, 
Dirk Schlachter, Kai Hansen, Ralf Scheepers, Joacim Cans, Oscar Dronjak, Kai Hansen, Markus Grosskopf, 
Michael Weikath, Mat Sinner, Ralf Scheepers, Fabio Lion 

Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun May 25 2008 08:13:59 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Prologue 


Author's Notes: 

So here it is, my 2008 Biffno story. I\'m really amazed that | managed to get to 25,000 words and have a 
completed story in one month. Anyway, the idea for this came from the Japanese horror movie Battle Royale. 
Instead of 13 year old school children making their way across an island, | decided that | would use Power Metal 
musicians instead. There are some things that appear in this story that also appear in the movie but N've 
changed it enough that it\'s not exactly the same. Make no mistake this is not a retelling of Battle Royale, just 
an homage so to speak ;) Special thanks to Andy € Fiendess for looking over some of the sections. | really 
appreciate the time you spent :) 


Markus stood outside the studio door with his hand on the knob. A baritone voice wafted through the gaps in 
the framework, filled with anger and hurt. 


He sighed and pulled back from the door. He had hoped to encounter Weiki first, warning him of the arrival of 
hurricane Andi in the vicinity. Judging by the fact that he couldn't hear Weiki's droll voice from within, Markus 


could only assume that Weiki was taking whatever Andi dished out at him and waiting until the irate singer 
paused for a breath. 


The last thing Weiki needed was another target in the room for Andi's anger. Markus had already heard an 
earful from Andi earlier today. He could sympathize with the hurt that Andi felt but he couldn't bring himself 
to admit the real reason for his decision. 

He bowed his head briefly and hoped that Weiki had a better time convincing Andi why they'd made this 
particular choice. His hand brushed the handle once more and then quickly removed. He shook his head and 
walked away from the door, surmising that lurking outside eavesdropping wasn't the right thing to do. 

"Good luck, Weiki," he mumbled at the door with remorse. 


FEKE EE KK 


Weiki glanced up at the singer with his patented icy stare. He'd been withstanding the verbal barrage from his 


bandmate for the past ten minutes or so; maybe more but after the first couple minutes he stopped counting. 
He patted down his pockets and quickly found what he was after. A thin white cigarette was removed from 
within the package, along with his lighter. He cocked his head to the side and lit the item perched on his lips 
and sighed. 

"Are you finished?" 

Andi glanced at Weiki with a hurt look, a pout marring his round face. 

"No, I'm not finished! Just answer me this, what am |?" 

Weiki cocked an eyebrow and expelled a long trail of smoke before answering. "The only blond in Helloween?" 
Andis normally harmless stare turned ice cold when Weiki softly chuckled at his own joke. 


"That's not funny! Be serious." 


Weiki glared back at the man standing in front of him. "I'm not in the mood for playing games, either spit out 
what you have to say or leave me alone. It's as simple as that." 


"lim the singer of Helloween" 
Weiki nodded. "I'm aware of that." 


Andi continued on as if Weiki had never spoken. "As the singer of Helloween l'm looked upon as the ringleader, 


the one to get the crowd going. Then why, pray tell, am | not the one going along on this contest? Why have | 


been excluded so easily? Am | that useless?" 


The guitarist took one last drag from his cigarette before twisting the remainder into a nearby ashtray. He 
knew Andi would question his decision to take Markus along but the hurt emanating from his friend told him 


something else. 


"You're hardly useless and you very well know that. | just think Markus was a better choice in the long run 
Face it, you get sick when you're near too many fans at once. What do you think is going to happen in the 
middle of a forest? The last thing | need is a sick singer when we're about to start work on the new album. 


And what if something happens to you on this trip and leaves you unable to sing? Did you ever think of that?" 


Andi hung his head and stared down at his white tennis shoes. He mumbled, "No, | didn't" into the folds of his 
shirt. 


Weiki sighed and reached for another cigarette. "I know the real reason for your anger. Its not that you didn't 
get picked, it's the fact that you didn't get a say in it. We've been partners in Helloween for a long time and 
the thought of someone else making a decision for you makes you feel like less of a person. In all honesty, it 


wasn't my request in the first place." 
Andi's head came up, his face filled with confusion. "Wasn't your request? Then who?" 


Smoke filtered slowly out of Weiki's lips and into the ceiling above. "It was Markus. He came to me insisting that 
you not be included in this contest. | asked him who | should take and he volunteered, so you should really be 
directing all this hurt at him and not me. He wanted it so badly and | respected his wishes." 


Tears of frustration glistened in Andi's eyes. "And what about my wishes? What if | don't want Markus to go? 
Will you respect that?" 


Weiki sighed and realized that he was getting nowhere with this conversation "The names have already been 
submitted, there's nothing | can do to change that fact. Please listen to me, we only had your best interest in 
heart. Now enough of this, | need to plan what I'm going to do for the contest" 


The anger gradually drained out of Andis body, replaced with sadness. He nodded at Weiki before shuffling out 


of the room. 
Weiki frowned and looked down at the sheet of paper he'd been working on before Andi had entered. If he could 
just get Andi to realize that neither himself or Markus wanted the blond singer to get hurt. Tough decisions 


always rested on his shoulders and for once he'd give anything to not be in this position 


He shrugged his shoulders and started writing out a list of the things he and Markus would need for their 
journey, all the while trying to block out the painful memories of the past. 


FEKE EE KK 


Henjo paced back and forth, waiting for Kai to finish with his phone call in the adjacent room. He had so much 
on his mind and yet the anger coursing through his veins wasn't allowing him to think straight: 


How could Kai overlook his feelings? How could he not have a say in something this important? Did his opinions 


mean nothing after all these years? His cascade of thoughts were interrupted by the door opening and 


admittance of the short redhead. 


Kai took one look at Henjo's pissed facial expression and headed for the couch in search of his cigarettes. He 
dug into his coat pocket and pulled out the pack with his lighter inside. Facing the box to Henjo, he tried to 
offer one in the hopes of calming the apparently irate guitarist but the latter waved it off with his hand. Kai 
shrugged his shoulders and lit a cigarette. 


Henjo went back to pacing and tried to calm his inner demons the best he could. Too bad his emotions weren't 


listening in the slightest. 
"So what's on your mind? | can see by the pacing, it's obviously something." 


Henjo turned and shot Kai the filthiest look he could muster. "You could fucking say that. You sit there all 


smug while l'm made to wait until you're all ready to face me. | will not be ignored, Kai.” 
Kai sighed and blew out the smoke he'd just inhaled through his nose. "Henjo..." 


"Don't Henjo, me! Dammit Kai, why wasn't | asked? Don't you give a shit about my opinions? | am an equal part 


of this band, you know." 

"Yes, | know. Look, the reason is - | don't want you to get hurt. You're not exactly the hiking sort of person" 
Henjo snorted and rolled his eyes at Kai in annoyance. This false sympathy wasn't swaying him in the slightest. 
"And yet you chose the gimp as your partner? The guy with the fucked up right knee and a weakened left. 
Explain that to me." 


"He offered, thats pretty much it." 


For a few moments, Henjo just stared at Kai dumbfounded. The anger juiced through his body in waves, Kai's 
calm demeanor only intensified it even more. He was going to explode, that he was sure of, it was just a 


question of when. 
Kai glanced up to see Henjo vibrating with fury and eyes set to kill. He reached up and grabbed Henjo's arm in 
order to pull him down on the couch. Henjo resisted at first but then relented in defeat. Kai gathered Henjo up 


in his arms, drawing him closer to his chest. 


"Quit it, ok? You're going to give yourself a heart attack or something. It's only a week, you make it sound like 


I'll be gone for several months." 


Henjo snuggled into that space between Kai's shoulder and neck, inhaling the smell of his lover. Kai chuckled at 
the tickling sensation from the breath bouncing off him. He reached up and stroked Henjo's hair, combing the 
frizzy tangle of curls with his fingers. 


"Dammit, | was all set to take your head off and | end up like this." 


Kai laughed while Henjo set about to thoroughly kiss along the side of his neck. "Its not my fault you can't 


resist the Hansen charm." 
Henjo bit down on Kai's shoulder causing him to yelp. "That's not funny, Kai. I'm serious about being left out” 


"I know, and I'm serious about not wanting you to get hurt. I'd never forgive myself if something happened to 
you on this trip. Just trust me on this, ok?" 


No matter how hard he tried, Henjo couldn't ignore the sincerity in Kai's voice. He was just going to have to 
deal with the thought of Kai wandering around a forest with Dirk. It wasn't an easy pill to swallow, what with 
Dirk's feelings towards Kai and all. Still, he had to trust Kai, it was the only thing he could do. 


FEKE 
Weiki peered out the bus window with suspicion. 


He hadn't the slightest clue where they were or where they were headed. This thought frustrated him to no 
end as he liked to be prepared for any situation, and yet the lack of even general information made it very 
hard to do so. He just hoped and prayed that it wouldn't turn out like the last time. Maybe it had somehow 
changed for the better? A quicker layout of the trails, more food and water available, that sort of thing. 
After all, it had been almost twenty years since the last one had taken place. 


Weiki grimaced at the memory of winning the previous one and what it had entailed. If he never had to do the 
same thing again, he'd be very thankful. He often wondered why the hell he was doing this one. It wasn't 
because of the money as Helloween was riding a new wave of popularity. And it wasn't the need to be on top 
as most of the people on this bus desired. Before he had a chance to answer that mental question, his arm 


was nudged. He looked over at Markus with a raised eyebrow. 
"You ok? I've been trying to get your attention for the past couple minutes." 
Weiki nodded but said nothing. 


"Anyway, | was going to ask you if we had a game plan figured out. | mean, | know we need to get to the other 
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side of the island but | haven't a clue about how to go about it." 


"Pacing ourselves is the main key. If we rush out into the forest without any rhyme or reason, we'll end up 
too tired to make it across in time. That and trying our best to not get hurt” 


Markus chuckled. "| don't imagine we'll have too much trouble from that. All we have to do is watch out for 


tree branches and stuff on the ground and we'll be fine." 
Weiki's jaw tightened and he turned back to face the window. "Yeah." 
A frown crept across Markus’ face. "You sure you're alright...” 


"Markus, l'm fine..shit...” 


Day One 


Kai woke up on the floor with a splitting headache. He groaned while trying to push himself up into a sitting 
position His hand reached up to rub his eyes, which burned under his gentle touch. He racked his brain for the 
last thing he remembered but he couldn't think of anything. 


"Hey, sleeping beauty is awake." 


Kai squinted through the blurriness in the general direction of the voice. Water filled his eyes as he tried to 
make out what the dark squiggly thing hovering in front of him. 


"You ok?" 
He turned to his right and looked at a brown swirl. "What are you?" 


"Last time | checked, I'm Dirk Schlachter." 


Kai reached out his hand to touch the brown swirl, half wondering if it would hurt or not. Something grabbed 
it and Kai started screaming at the top of his lungs. He frantically pulled his hand back but the creature held 
it in its grip. 


"Knock it off, will you. You've been drugged, as have all of us." 


He stopped fighting the swirl and leaned his head down on its shoulder. Dirk rolled his eyes and wrapped his 


free arm around Kai's shivering frame. 
"Kai must have gotten an additional dose or something." 


Weiki frowned and glanced around the sparse room. The only thing it contained besides sixteen confused men 
was a single cart that held a TV. Ralf, who'd woken up first, tried turning on the TV but nothing was feeding 
into it. A long black cord ran out of the back and into the wall behind. Several people tried to get out of the 
room itself but the only door was locked up tight. There were no windows so they couldn't tell where they 


were or even what time it was. 


The only thing they did know was they all had black bands of plastic and metal attached around their right 
wrists. None could remember how or when they were put on, considering all woke with the feeling of being 


drugged, the general agreement was that it wasn't while conscious. 


Dirk glanced down at Kai laying on his shoulder, his mouth hung wide open and snoring away. He snorted and 
flipped off Markus, who was laughing away at the spectacle. 


FEKE EE KK 


A few feet away sat Jens and Tobi of Edguy. The latter was laying in almost the same position as Kai. Though 
Tobi wasn't asleep, his eyes were wide open and vacant. Jens sighed and stroked Tobi's short brown locks with 
his fingers, hoping the constant touch would provoke a response out of his bandmate. He'd been like this since 
he first woke, zoned out and blank Jens wasn't used to seeing his friend this quiet and stationary. It was unreal 
and quite frankly it scared him that Tobi might stay like this forever. He leaned his head down and whispered 


into Tobi's ear, "l'm here if you need me." 


Tobi made no apparent movement to Jens’ statement, preferring to continue staring at the wall across the 


way. 
"Is he all right?" 

Jens looked up and saw Kiko from Angra standing over him with a frown on his face. 
"l'm not sure, he doesn't respond to anything | do or say." 


Kiko sat down to the left of Jens and glanced over at the troubled singer. "It's almost like all of the joy has 
been drained out of him. As far as | can tell, he's the only one acting like this. Sure, the Rhapsody guys are 
huddled in the corner freaking out but that's to be expected since they weren't entered into this contest. And 
Kai, well he's just really tired." 


Jens rose an eyebrow. "They weren't entered? You mean they were kidnapped?" 


Kiko nodded while his eyes traveled over to the corner beside the door. "From what | can gather, thanks to my 
broken Italian, they were on tour in France when Fabio and Luca were captured. | can only imagine what the 


rest of their band is thinking right about now." 
Jens shook his head and muttered "my God" under his breath. 


FEKE 


Oscar was bored out of his mind. He tried to pass the time doing something productive but there was nothing 
to do in an empty room. He stared down at his fingers, wiggling them one by one to keep himself amused. While 
rolling his fingers for the ten millionth time, he was nudged by Joachim in the ribs. He looked down at the 


singer with an annoyed expression on his face, angry that Joachim had interrupted his little game. 
"Don't look at me like that, look over there." 


Oscar's eyes followed to where Joachim was pointing to notice that the TV was now turned on. He could have 
sworn it was off when he last looked. Though there wasn't anything to see on it, just a wall of black. Oscar 
shrugged his shoulders and went back to looking at his hands. 


"Hey, look at that!" 


This time it wasn't Joachim who diverted his attention, it was Hansi from Blind Guardian. All of the men looked 
over at the TV to see a face staring back at them. 


"Welcome to the contest for a chance to headline the Ultima Festival. Several men should be arriving soon to 


explain more about this exciting experience. | wish you all good luck" 


The screen went blank again and several guys exchanged completely baffled looks. A click of the lock diverted 
their attention to the door. Luca and Fabio moved away from the nearby corner and sat beside Hansi and 
Andre. Three men walked through the opening, all dressed in black suits. The smaller of the three stepped 
forward and began to speak. 


"You all know why you're here and what the goal of this contest is." 


Luca shook his head and scrambled up from the floor. "No, we don't. We were taken against our will and 


brought here. | demand to be taken back to Italy now!" 


The man ignored Luca's outburst and continued on. "You have seven days to cross this island. Various places 
along the way will house things you might need on your journey. As you read on the sign up sheet, only one 
item from home is allowed per person. Anyone found with more than one will have it taken away. Now | wil 


explain..." 


Fists clenched at his sides, Luca ran across the room at the man. The sudden lightning bolt shock that raced 
up his right arm stopped him in his tracks. He fell to the ground screaming in pain and clutching his forearm. 


"Quit interrupting, Mr Turilli. If you continue, | will be forced to set the device on its highest setting. 'm pretty 
sure as a guitarist, you'll need the use of your right hand in the future so | wouldn't tempt fate. Not to 
mention the fact that if my finger slipped and everyone in the room lost their hands as well, they might not 
be too pleased with you. Now go back to your bandmate and be quiet!" 


The man slid the remote control back into his coat pocket and motioned to one of his men. A burly man 
grabbed Luca off the ground and roughly deposited him beside Fabio. The singer put his arm around Luca and 


whispered in Italian to soothe his pain. 


"The rules of this contest are simple, there are none. You may use whatever you have at your disposal to get 
across the island Whether it be weapons or something else. Though | would warn you to not tamper with the 
bands around your wrists. They will immediately self destruct if they're forced open by any means, as you will 


soon see on this video." 


The man walked over to the TV and turned it on again. A guy flashed on the screen, ragged and covered with 
dirt. He was poking at the wristband with a modified screwdriver, attempting to remove it. 


Weiki recognized this man the moment his image appeared on the TV. He'd been in the same contest with Weiki 
almost twenty years ago. Weiki didn't know what happened to the man during the contest and now he was 
about to find out whether he liked it or not. 


Sweat dripped off the man's forehead, fingers carefully picking at the device with care. He breathed a sigh of 
relief when the side popped open to reveal the parts inside. Studying it for a moment, he traced the wiring and 
figured out what needed to be done. He touched the tip of the screwdriver head on one of the circuits and a 
brilliant flash of white light covered the screen. Screams wafted out of the tiny front speakers, smoke 


obscuring the view of what had taken place. 


And then, the screen cleared. The man was rocking in place, holding half of his arm against his chest. Nothing 
was left of his palm and fingers, all that remained at the end was a bloody stump. 


RK 

Kai closed his eyes and burrowed his head into that space between Dirk's neck and shoulder to stop the violent 
images from playing over and over again in his mind. He couldn't even fathom not having his right hand 
anymore. No more playing guitar, holding a microphone, or at the very least wanking. Yes, he could use his left 
hand for the latter two but it wouldn't feel the same for him. He patted around his pockets and pulled out his 
lighter and cigarettes. As he was about to light one, a man appeared in front of him. He swallowed the lump in 
his throat and looked up. 

"Ah, Mr Hansen. Is that a pack of cigarettes and a lighter?" 


Kai winced at the accent on the word "and" in the man's sentence. "Um, yeah?" 


‘Sorry, but I'm afraid that we'll have to take those. You see, you were allowed to bring one item not two as | 


previously stated." 
"But..." 


The lighter and cigarettes were pried out of Kai's clenched hands by a large menacing man and placed on the 


top of the TV. 


Markus laughed at the frown that crept across Kai's face when he looked down at his empty hands. "Well Dirk, 


it looks like a smoke free trip for you after all." 
Dirk rolled his eyes at the other bassist. "Not likely, Kai would just resort to smoking tree limbs if he had to." 
Kai elbowed Dirk in the ribs and gave him a stern look. "That's not funny.” 


The man cleared his throat and all eyes went back to the front of the room, the joking atmosphere drained 


away. He waved his hand and the door opened, admitting two other men carrying several bags. 


"Inside of these bags are a few things to get you started Each team will receive one tool that should be of 
some use later in the contest. Or it might be used early on, the choice is yours. When | call your band's name, 


the two members will come up to retrieved their bag. The first one is Primal Fear." 


Ralf and Matt exchanged glances before getting up to accept their bag. Matt reached out for the bag and 
proceeded to head to the door, only to be stopped by the man. 


"Not yet, Mr Sinner. Once everyone has their bags, then you can go outside." 
Matt frowned and leaned against the door next to Ralf, anxious to get this adventure started. 


One by one, a bag was thrust into each team's hands. Most didn't bother to look inside as they weren't sure if 


they really wanted to know or not. 


Curiosity won out for Kai as he dug into the bag to pull out a small hand shovel. He and Dirk exchanged 
confused glances before putting the tool back into the bag. They shrugged their shoulders and set off for the 


door to join the other teams in the lineup. 


The man held up his hand to silence the various murmuring voices. "Once you leave this room, the game has 


begun. You will not be able to return here and your only way out of this contest is for one or more people to 
finish it. As soon as that happens, the wristbands will be deactivated and those who didn't cross the finish line 
will be sought out and returned to the boat. Is that clear?" 


All of the men nodded in unison. The man unlocked the door and moved to the side to let the groups flow out. 


Matt raced outside the door with Ralf in tow, frantic to get a large headstart on the other parties. "Come on, 
move it Ralf!" 


"Dammit, will you slow down You're going to hurt yourself!" 
"No way, I'm...” 
Ralf felt the grip on his arm loosen slightly and then try to pull him upwards. "What the fuck are you...” 


The left side of Ralf's rib cage was kicked violently by a foot, knocking out what little air had been left from 
the breakneck pace. He was about ready to pummel whoever had tried such a thing, until he realized there 


was a leg hanging beside him. He swallowed hard and looked up. 


There hanging from a tree above was Matt, frothing at the mouth and shaking wildly. Long blond hair swished 
through the air, arms tried in vain to pull at the length of rope that was slowly strangling the air from within 
As suddenly as it had begun, the movement ceased with a deafening crack. Little muscle tremors weaved their 


way up his legs here and there but everything else had stopped any movement. Matt's blue eyes stared 


blankly into the distance, his mouth hung open with trails of saliva dripping down the front of his black t-shirt: 
"Ah, | knew | forgot something." 


All eyes swiveled around to face the man behind them except for Ralf, who was still transfixed by Matt's limp 
body. 


| always forget this part. To make your journey more interesting, we've set up random booby traps along the 


way. We don't want you finishing the game too early, now do we?" 


Kai clenched his fists and lunged at the man in the doorway with a face full of hatred, before Dirk intervened 
and held him back. The door to the room slammed shut, followed by the click of a key locking it. Kai flailed in 
Dirk's grasp but the wiry bassist didn't loosen his hold. 


"Are you insane? That man could have easily triggered all of our wristbands, taking off our hands in the 


process. | don't know about you, but | quite like my right hand." 


The struggling stopped, and what little fight Kai had in him drained in an instant. Dirk rubbed the redhead's 
shoulder in sympathy before letting him go. Kai glanced up at his bandmate and muttered a faint "sorry" 


before heading over to where Ralf was standing. 
Kai approached the dazed man with caution, not that he was afraid of Ralf but he didn't want to startle him 
any further. Once beside him, Kai reached over to put his arm around Ralf's shoulder in order to comfort him. 


Ralf moved away from Kai, his face covered with anger and hatred. 


"You bastards, look what you've done! I've just lost my team member, not to mention my bandmate to this 


stupid contest." 


Hansi moved away from his partner, Andre, and walked closer to Ralf with his hands spread. "You can't blame 
us for this. There's nothing we could've done to help him. If anything, you should blame those men in the room 


behind us." 
"No, | fucking blame all of you. You could have tried to help Matt but you just stood there!" 
Weiki sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. "Yeah well, it's not like you did either.” 


Ralf flashed his intense blue eyes at the Helloween guitarist. "How dare you talk to me like that, you fucking 
bastard. | hope you all die out here like Matt did!" 


And with that, Ralf raced into the trees with his bag in tow, leaving fourteen dazed men in his wake. 


PEKEE 


Dirk lay on the ground unable to sleep. His body welcomed it but his mind was cluttered with all sorts of 
thoughts: Matt's death, Ralf's reaction, and everyone else's various reactions. Dirk couldn't get the image of 
Matt's form wriggling in agony while everyone watched out of his head. Granted there was nothing that they 
could have done since the rope had been strung up just out of their grasp. 


Weiki's reaction surprised him most of all. It was the sort of reaction that one would have if they'd been 
expecting something like that to happen. He almost looked bored. Dirk combed through his hair with his fingers 
and tried block the images from his mind. 


The thought of Weiki being bored while someone died chilled him to the bone. Dirk would be the first one to 
admit that he didn't know Weiki that well compared to Kai or Henjo. Did Weiki know that one of them was going 


to die soon? For that matter, did he know if more were going to die? 


Dirk pulled the coat over him tighter, desperate for the icy chill that wrapped around his body to end The 
cacophony of bird noises that littered the forest didn't help matters either. At some point, he could swear 
that he heard worms crawling through the dirt. He closed his eyes and frantically willed his body to succumb 


to exhaustion so he didn't have to hear the noises anymore. 


A moan forced him to open his eyes and turn to his left. Kai slept about a foot away, though not restfully. He 
tossed and mumbled, while shaking ever so slightly. Dirk realized that he wasn't shaking from his dreams but 
from the fact that he was cold. Kai hadn't packed a heavy coat so his body wasn't properly protected from 
the chilled night air. Dirk shuffled over against Kai's sleeping form and wrapped an arm around him, pulling him 
closer to his chest. He didn't know why he hadn't thought of it sooner, it made perfect sense for them to lay 
next to each other for warmth than apart. Kai's trembling lessened and his breath returned to a normal 


restful rhythm. Sleep began to prick at Dirk's eyelids and soon he too was snoring away. 


Something shuffled around the forest nearby. It watched the two sleeping bodies with interest, sniffing the air 
to capture their smell for use later. Turning, it made its way back through the trees and waited. 


Day Two 

Kai awoke against a warm body. His fingers slid up the man's chest and he mumbled "Henjo" under his breath. 
"Not quite, I'm a bit too skinny to be Henjo." 

He pulled his hand back and looked up into a familiar pair of blue-gray eyes. "Sorry." 

Dirk chuckled at the near blush creeping across Kai's face. "Don't worry about it. The reason we're laying 
against each other is because you were shivering midway through the night. | figured if we slept next to each 
other, you wouldn't feel so cold" 


Kai nodded. "Makes sense." 


He absently padded his pockets but quickly remembered what had taken place the previous day. "Fuck, Id kill. 


mean, | could really go for a cigarette right now." 


Dirk studied Kai's face when the verbal slip had taken place. It changed from content to frightened in a split 
second. He reached over and brushed Kai's shoulder. "Don't worry about it, | knew what you meant. Maybe 
these will help?" 


Digging into his jacket, Dirk pulled out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. He handed them over to Kai and 


carefully watched the other man's expression. 


Kai turned the items over in his hands and then stared up at Dirk dumbfounded. "What the..? These are mine. 
How did you get these?" 


"| swiped them off the top of the TV when the two guys were handing out the bags." 
"Oh fuck, | love you. Seriously man, | love you." 


Dirk rolled his eyes and laughed at the radiance that covered Kai's face. He knew full well that Kai declared his 
love to anyone and everyone when they presented him with something he really wanted Still, it was nice to see 


Kai happy again. 


Kai fished out a cigarette and lit it; the smoke blew out his mouth, filling the area in front of him. "Mmmm, 
l'm glad | don't have to go through nicotine withdrawal during this trip. I've heard it's the worst. And at this 
point, I'd rather have a good start to the day instead of a bad one." 


The bassist chuckled to himself, amused at how one cigarette could relax his friend so easily. Though he 
agreed with Kai's remark, an easy trip was desired after the stuff they'd seen the past day. Deep down inside, 
he hoped that they would be rid of the bad stuff and could make it across the island in one piece along with 


everyone else. Even though it was a race, Dirk still hoped the other members would have good luck in their 


travels. 


Still, the idea of winning was a nice one, especially since most people considered Gamma Ray second best to 
Helloween. Not that he had any ill will towards the pumpkins, just that it would be nice to gloat a bit to 
Markus. He chuckled again and got up from the makeshift bed to relieve himself. 


Kai laid back with his head resting on his arm and stared into the trees above, lost in thought: 


FEKE KE EK 


Weiki and Markus stopped dead in their tracks at the sight of a small shack to the left of them. Both 
exchanged curious glances and approached it with a sense of caution At this point, they weren't going to be 


foolish when it came to unassuming booby traps. 

Once they got within a couple feet of it, Weiki arched an eyebrow at Markus. "What's that sound?" 
Markus shrugged his shoulders. "Beats me. Sounds like a cross between a buzz saw and a power drill." 
Before Weiki could grab him, Markus walked up to the door which was hanging wide open. 

"Markus!" hissed Weiki, through his teeth. 


The bassist waved his hand once to get Weiki to be silent. Weiki's jaw clenched several times over, anxious and 


yet scared at what might happen. The last thing he needed was a hurt, or at the very worst dead friend. 


Markus shook off the feelings of nauseousness that filled his body and walked inside the building. What he saw, 


however, made him snicker. 


There on the floor in a corner was Fabio and Luca from Rhapsody, curled up against each other under a 
blanket snoring away. He stuck his head out the door and motioned for Weiki to join him. 


Weiki still proceeded with caution, just in case of something out of the blue. He walked inside and noticed what 
Markus was pointing to on the floor. "Well, that explains the noise. Who could imagine they'd make so much of 


a racket?" 


The bassist chuckled and headed over to the racks along the far wall. Most of the supplies had been raided 
before they got there, save for a few blankets and a couple bottles of water. Markus made a reach for the 


water, only to be stopped by Weiki. 


"No, | don't trust anything in those. Considering they think it's "fun" to set up booby traps, | wouldn't put it 
past them to fill those with something other than water." 


"Well, we can take a few and empty them out into that spring we passed twenty minutes ago. | don't think 
they'd tamper with a whole water source." 


Weiki sighed and wanted to trust his gut instinct but Markus had a valid point. They were in need of more 


water. "Alright, grab a couple and we'll fill them up with something else later on" 


Markus nodded and deposited two bottles along with a blanket into their knapsack. His nose crinkled at the 
heinous smell that wafted through the air. "What's that?" 


Weiki motioned to the ground. Lying on the floor were crushed up packs of cigarettes, soaked in old piss. They 


both exchanged raised eyebrows, confused at why anyone would do such a thing. 


As they walked out of the room, Weiki quipped, "Well, whoever did it was obviously not a smoker. Or pissed at 


smokers in general." 
Markus groaned and rolled his eyes at Weiki's bad pun, the latter just chuckled to himself. 


FEKE KE EK 


Hansi grit his teeth and collapsed on a fallen log. They'd been walking for hours and didn't seem to be making a 
whole lot of headway. He'd cursed his luck at not being the one who received the map. Instead they got a 
package of white marbles. He remembered looking over at Andre with confusion when they finally opened their 


bag. How the hell were marbles going to help them? 


Then again, Hansi wondered if the whole point was to not help the contestants at all. They'd already done a 
bang up job by scaring them with Matt's violent death. And it wasn't the death that horrified Hansi the most, 
it was the crazed look on Ralf's face when he raced into the woods. That kind of manic expression spoke 


volumes to Hansi and he silently thanked God that they hadn't encountered Ralf yet. 


In fact, they hadn't run into anyone at all. This worried Hansi a bit, since the odds would dictate that they'd 
see at least one of the other thirteen guys at some point. That, and the silence of the forest. Something this 
vast would have small animals running around and yet they'd only found a few birds here and there in the 


trees. 

Andre leaned over and handed Hansi a bottle of water. He smiled at Andre and took a small swig from it. They'd 
been rationing it as best as they could but it was running out just as fast anyway. Today's goal was to find 
some sort of well or spring so they could refill the only bottle they'd packed. So far, they'd been unsuccessful 
but Hansi wasn't about to give up that quickly, he was determined to find some before nightfall. 

"Ready?" 


Hansi glanced up at Andre, who was standing over him. "Yes, let's go. There's no point in sitting here all day." 


He flashed a small reassuring smile at Andre and they set off into the thick woods again 


FEKE EE EK 


Jens awoke from a solid hit to his chest. his eyes flew open while he gasped for breath. He glanced around, 
looking for the attacker until he realized it had been Tobi. The singer was whimpering and flaying wildly in his 
sleep, arms pushed against Jens' chest and then off to the side. Jens was thankful Tobi hadn't used his legs 
yet as a kick to the groin would have been most unwelcome at this point. He sighed and stroked Tobi's chest, 
circling the nipples and down the middle. Tobi's arms stilled from their previously random paths and he moaned 


in his sleep. Jens rolled his eyes at Tobi's response, though happy that he wasn't moving around anymore. 


He'd noticed that Tobi's demeanor had changed a lot since they woke up in that empty room a day ago. On the 
bus, he'd been full of energy and annoying the hell out of the other riders, basically his normal self. Then when 
he woke up after being drugged, he immediately morphed into listless and confused. Now he was just plain 


scared. Eyes darting everywhere in search of dangers, like a frightened animal on the look out for predators. 


Any time Jens would bring it up, Tobi would scoff at him and say nothing was wrong. Jens knew better though, 
being around Tobi for the past twenty-five years had taught him a lot. Specifically to know when Tobi was 
lying to him and when he was out of sorts. In the end, Jens decided to just watch Tobi closely and not bug him 
about it too much. Tobi was already on edge and a simple confrontation might send him over. Still, it was 


damned frustrating for him to witness his friend's breakdown and know he could do nothing about it. 


He wrapped his arms around the tiny form and pulled it closer to his body. Tobi sighed and wormed his head 
to just under Jens‘ chin. Jens chuckled at the display, remembering back to when they were kids. Anytime Tobi 
was scared or frustrated, he'd climb into bed with Jens and snuggle. They never really thought much of it 
since all they were doing was sleeping. The other guys in Edguy avoided the subject entirely by pretending it 
never happened. In reality, Tobi seemed to prefer it that way since it saved him from answering questions 


about Jens. 


Either way, Jens wasn't about to complain considering the nights were getting colder on this island. The 
blankets they'd found a day ago helped but the warmth of another was even better. He stroked Tobi's tight 


curls and closed his sleepy eyes again, hopeful that Tobi would feel better in the morning. 


Day Three 


Kai woke up and muttered to himself about the stabbing pain in his back. He surmised that he was too old to 
be sleeping on a hard dirt ground every night. The blankets they'd found yesterday did help soften it somewhat 
but it still felt like laying on solid rock 


He pushed himself up to a sitting position and grabbed a cigarette out of his pack and lighter. He'd managed to 
find another pack in that same storage room with the blankets. Most had been destroyed by some idiot but he 
found one hidden between a nearby blanket. He thanked his lucky stars and stashed it inside his coat. 


More nicotine was a good thing, considering the crap they'd been through so far. He was amazed that he could 
still think straight after watching a fellow friend murdered in front of his eyes. A few times the images would 
filter into his dreams but thankfully they didn't last the whole dream. 


He forced himself up into a standing position in order to go off and relieve himself. Smoke trailed out of his lips 
while he stared at the tree in front of him. A few random bugs weaved their way around the outside bark in 


search of food. 


Kai silently thanked whatever person who was watching over for not encountering anything bigger than a bug 
so far. He'd actually been surprised that they hadn't at least run into a wolf or fox. This wasn't the sort of 


area for bears or anything really dangerous. 


Then again, it wasn't the animals that scared him the most, it was the human element. The slow walk through 
the forest was torturous on him. His body wanted so badly to run or at the very least jog through the brush 
instead of inching its way along, watching out for random booby traps. Kai admitted that he wasn't the most 
patient person when it came to things like this but even he had a breaking point. One more day, only getting a 
little further before having to break out their food and camp was about to drive him batty. Dirk continually 
patted his shoulder and told him it would be over soon every chance he could get. Kai appreciated the 


sentiments even though it made his teeth ache from clenching them so hard. 


Not to mention the fact that he hadn't been laid in almost four days. The sexual frustration was the worst 
because he'd been unable to relieve himself. If he hadn't had Henjo on his brain every waking moment, he would 
have already tackled Dirk to the ground and had his way with him. No, he'd stay faithful to his lover, at least 
that's what he kept telling himself over and over. 


He zipped up his pants and walked back to the camp. Dirk was still asleep when he arrived so he sat down on a 
nearby log and waited. It wasn't long before his hand reached into his pants, eager to feel himself again. His 
cock only half responded to his gentle caress over the top of the head and down the shaft. He pulled and 
shoved it against his belly, trying to coax it to be firmer in his hand. He sighed and felt it soften, unable to 


sustain itself for very long. 


Kai wasn't giving up that easily. He roughly handled his cock, yanking it up and down the shaft. Fingers probed 


and pinched the head, urging the pre-come to release so he could get a smoother grip. He rocked his hips into 
his hand, hopeful that the movement would give him what he craved so badly. A moan escaped his lips when it 
started to respond to his actions by stiffening ever so slightly. His hips jerked wildly, jabbing the member into 
his clenched fist with each thrust. He could feel it building inside of him, finally he would get the one thing that 


would make the day go smoother. 


And then he came. It wasn't one of those mind-blowing releases, instead just a small spurt of come and that 


was it. 


Kai closed his eyes and tried to send erotic thoughts to his body but all he could summon up were pictures of 
Matt swinging from a rope. At this point, he felt like crying and probably would have done so if he hadn't 
heard Dirk shuffling around. He quickly buttoned his pants and made his way back to the bed. 


He lay beside Dirk on his side, hopeful that the half asleep bassist would open his eyes soon. Sure enough, a 


flash of blue-gray greeted his own a couple seconds later. 
Dirk rubbed his stomach and stretched his sore arms. "Fuck, l'm stiff" 


Kai smiled at Dirk, who was busy kneading the tense muscles that ran along his shoulder blades. "Yeah its not 
exactly the same as a fancy hotel, is it?" 


A pair of brown eyebrows raised and lowered briefly. "You don't say?" 


Kai rolled his eyes at Dirk's dead pan delivery and sat up with the blankets folded around his waist. He was lost 
in thought when Dirk nudged him with the side of his arm. 


"What's wrong?" 


He turned his head and noticed that Dirk's face wasn't more than six inches away. The soft breath brushed 
Kai's face, while they locked eyes. Kai licked his lips, and tried to push images of himself leaning over to kiss 
Dirk out of his head. He couldn't imagine Dirk would complain, in fact he might just welcome it. Kai licked his lips 
again, which had dried out from the last time, and willed his body to behave. This wasn't the time or place for 
this and yet..well, he'd give anything for it right about now. 


Dirk's eyebrow arched at Kai's confusing behavior. He was about to ask his question again when Kai finally 


responded. 
"Nothing, l'm fine. l'm just not getting enough sleep or something." 
Kai looked down at his hands and swallowed hard several times. His formerly dormant cock started to respond 


to the immediate closeness of his bandmate. He silently cursed its timing and casually reached down to brush 


it into submission. 


Dirk smiled at Kai's actions. "I'm surprised you held out this long, | figured you'd be screwing trees by now." 
"Ha ha, real funny. 


Kai removed his hand from his crotch and started to get up. Dirk grabbed his arm to still his movement. Kai 
was about to protest when Dirk's hand found his crotch. His eyes slipped closed and he relished in the feel of 
the rough fingers stroking the head and shaft of his cock through his jeans. Buttons popped open, followed by 
rustling, and Dirk's hand sliding inside the underwear. He groaned when his body arched up to get more of a 
feel of those talented fingers. He would have stayed there forever if his mind hadn't been screaming at him 


that this wasn't Henjo the whole time. 
Kai sighed and put his hand over Dirk's. "Stop" 


Dirk tried to catch a glimpse from Kai's eyes as to why he'd been stopped but the other man avoided his gaze. 


"| know you need this, | can see the frustration written all over your face." 

He shook his head and removed Dirk's hand from his crotch. "I can take care of it myself" 
"From what I've seen, you haven't been doing a very good job." 

Kai stared at Dirk, amazed at the audacity of his friend. "Thats none of your fucking business!" 


Dirk opened his mouth to respond but closed it in defeat instead. He reached over and grabbed a granola bar 
out of their bag and offered one to Kai, who waved it away. Dirk shrugged and crunched his food while 
watching Kai out of the side of his eyes. 


The singer laid back down on the blankets, positioning himself on his back. He considered wanking in front of 
Dirk, proving to the skeptical bassist that he could relieve himself without any help. Instead, he rolled onto his 
side, his back to Dirk and lit a cigarette. The fumes drifted through his lips, the nicotine filtered through his 
lungs, warming the unease inside and relaxing him. His hand drifted down to his crotch, stroking it lazily with 


small circles. 
He stared into the bushes, wondering how he would get through another day and sighed. 


FEKE KE KK 


Luca's eyes fluttered a bit before he opened them and stared up into the trees overhead. They were swaying 
in the light breeze, with a few rays of sunshine peeking through. He smiled at the thought that they were one 
more day closer to getting out of this stupid contest. He and Fabio were making a lot of progress thanks to 
the map they'd found in their bag. With it they knew how far it was towards the next rest area, to a water 
source, or to a storage shack. So far, despite being thrust into a contest against their will, it had been going 
pretty smoothly for them. It would only get better, he told himself, as today they'd be more than half way to 


their final destination. 


He turned to his right to see if Fabio was awake since he couldn't hear any snoring. Fabio was lying there, 
staring at him with a blank look Luca smiled at the singer but he didn't get a response back. He frowned and 
sat up in bed to get a better look. His eyes widen when he realized that Fabio's neck was twisted in a very odd 
angle compared to his body. So much so, that Luca couldn't believe that Fabio would actually lay like that 
knowingly. 


That was until Luca realized that Fabio's body wasn't moving. He shifted over to feel for a pulse and frowned 
when he couldn't find one. Unable to think of anything else, he gently shook Fabio's body to see if he could 
awaken his bandmate. Fabio's expression never changed and his body stayed stiff in place even with the 


movement. 


Luca backed away from Fabio, eyes widened and scared. Fabio wasn't sleeping with his eyes open, he was dead. 
At first he wondered if Fabio had taken his own life but the impossible twist in his neck told Luca that it was 


murder. 


They had been so close to finishing and now this had to happened. He couldn't believe his eyes, maybe this was 
some sort of demented dream that he would awaken from. His fingers felt down for his arm and pinched the 


skin hard. He yelped at the sudden pain but nothing changed. 


He was still looking at his dead teammate, dead by someone else's hands. For a moment, Luca thought maybe 
he had accidentally strangled Fabio in his sleep. He racked his brain for what he'd been dreaming about but he 


couldn't remember what it was. 
He leaned back alongside the tree behind him and hit his head against the thick bark over and over again. 


FEKE EK EK 


Jens opened his eyes and sighed in frustration He'd hoped that a nights sleep would shake Tobi out of his haze 
but the singer stared blankly in front of him. 


"Tobi?" 
No response, not even a slight eye flicker. 


Jens frowned and decided to try another tactic. His hands reached out to touch Tobi's chest, fingers tracing a 
line down the middle and along the ribs. Eyes never leaving Tobi's face, searching for anything that might be 
considered a response. He curled his digits and swept the knuckles between the ribs, finally earning a wiggle out 
of Tobi. Jens wasn't satisfied with that so he moved his hands quicker over Tobi's sides. The singer's eyes 
closed, biting down on his lower lip to stop any reaction. Jens chuckled and pushed Tobi on his back, in order to 
hover over him and continue his attack on the ribcage. The body under Jens‘ hands vibrated and wiggled, 


desperate to get away from the guitarists carefully placed pokes. 


A small giggle broke the silence around them and Jens' grin widened. He turned his attention to the area right 
above Tobi's belt line, fingers dancing circles around the belly button. Tobi's hands came up to try and push 
Jens away but were ultimately ignored. The singer moved to sit up but Jens pushed him back down and 


climbed on him to keep the body still while he tickled. 
"Jens..Jens, stop..." 


He didn't stop and despite Tobi's protests he continued on. Tobi's giggle from before had turned into full on 
laughter, his body shaking and twisting under the persistent assault. Jens just chuckled along with him, happy 
to see a smile on his friend's face again. 


Knowing that Jens wouldn't stop until he reacted, Tobi's hands came up and started to tickle the guitarist 
under his armpits. Jens stopped and gave Tobi a sly grin which was returned by an equally sly grin. They 
launched at each other, rolling across the blanket, fingers groping out for any place that was within reach. 


Laughter filled the forest air, followed by some swearing and rustling as the two men vied for dominance over 


each other. 

When it was all over, they were mess of tangled limbs and gasps for breath. Jens brushed a stray brown hair 
from over Tobi's eye and smiled, satisfied that he'd finally broken Tobi from his bout with depression. The 
singer sighed and snuggled under Jens’ chin, fingers reaching up to stroke the crown of Jens’ head. 

"Bastard." 


Jens laughed, his chest rumbling under Tobi's ear. "Maybe, but | got a reaction out of you." 


Tobi rolled his eyes, all the while smiling as he did so. He swallowed hard and pulled away from Jens to look 
deeply into the guitarist's green eyes. "I'm scared” 


The grin left Jens‘ face, replaced with a serious frown. "I know, and | am too. But we can tackle this together, 
ok?" 


Tobi nodded a response, his eyes still showing that he was unsure. Jens sat up and pulled Tobi into his arms, 
cradling him in order to give the comfort that he so desperately craved. 


"We can do this Tobi, you'll see. We'll get out of here and win this stupid contest." 
"Yeah." 


Jens sighed and turned Tobi's head so that it faced him. "Enough of this, | want to see a smile on your face or 


else." 


Tobi's eyebrow raised up. "Or else?" 


‘Or else | will resort to tickling you every chance | get." 
Tobi chuckled and stared at Jens in defiance. "You wouldn't dare." 
Jens eyed him back, face covered with a wide grin, egging Tobi on to disobey his order. 


The singer rolled his eyes and nodded his agreement. "Fine, I'll try to be more positive. Just keep those long 


fingers away from my ribs." 

"You mean like this." 

Jens slid his hand between them and poked Tobi's side, earning him a yelp. 

“Alright, now you've asked for it!" 

Tobi tackled Jens back to the ground, his body resting above the guitarists waist while his fingers poked and 
prodded. Jens wasn't about to let Tobi have all the fun so he arched up, unseating Tobi onto his back. He tried 
to climb on top of his prone friend but Tobi countered and wiggled out of his grasp. 

Tobi inched a bit further away before Jens grabbed his leg and pulled. His body went skidding over the top the 
blanket, rumpling it into a mess. The force of it sent Jens over onto his back, giggling at the goofy look on 
Tobi's face. Tobi stuck out his tongue and stood over Jens. 


"Once you're done laughing at me, we should probably pick up camp and head out” 


Jens nodded a response but continued to laugh at his bandmate. "You..you should see your hair right about 


now. 


Tobi snorted, a large grin tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Yeah and who do | have to thank for that, | 


wonder?" 


The guitarist rolled up from the ground in one full swoop. He stood in front of Tobi with a smirk on his face 
before placing his hand on Tobi's head, patting the tussled hair and messing it up further. "You're welcome." 


Tobi swatted at Jens as he walked away, just missing him by a couple inches. "Bastard." 


FEKE KE KK 


Andre stopped and leaned against a nearby tree to get his breath back. They'd been walking for what seemed 
like hours. He could swear they'd been traveling in one giant circle, this specific group of trees would crop up 
every hour they walked. He mentioned it to Hansi but the latter would scoff at the idea and continue walking. 
Andre had the distinct feeling that they were lost, doomed to walk around the same part of the forest for 
eternity. 


Save for random small animals, they hadn't run into anyone; not to mention heard anything odd. With thirteen 


other guys searching through the trees, you were bound to hear one of them talking to each other or scream 


if they'd gotten hurt. 


He brushed away the sweat covered hair from his brow and reached down for the bottle of water. They'd 
managed to find a stream the previous day so the bottle was full yet again. Hansi told Andre to keep on the 
lookout for another just in case which he'd done vigilantly so far. The lukewarm water tasted like something 


you'd wash dishes with but he forced himself to drink it. 


What he really wanted was a beer, a nice cold German one in a frosted stein He licked his lips at the thought 
and closed his eyes. The chilled glass sat heavy in his hands with a full head on top. He leaned down to get a 
quick drink and then was shaken by a hand. Upon opening his eyes, he stared up at Hansi who was wearing a 


bewildered expression. 
"What are you doing?" 
Andre blushed and put the bottle back into the pack they carried. "Um, nothing. Just resting a bit." 


Hansi raised an eyebrow at the obvious lie coming from Andre's lips. "Ok, but the way you were licking your 
mouth and holding that water bottle. It looked to me that you were picturing something entirely different from 
what you were holding. A beer, perhaps?" 


The guitarist stared dumbfounded at the singer. "How did you..how did you know?" 
Hansi chuckled and patted Andre's shoulder. "Because, my friend, l'm thinking the same thing.” 


Andre responded with a laugh of his own and pushed himself off the tree. They both scanned the path they'd 
come from, hoping the correct way would present itself. When it didn't, they just shrugged their shoulders and 
set off in the opposite direction 


Before they'd left, Andre carved a small star into the ground unbeknownst to Hansi just to make sure they 
weren't walking in a circle. He didn't want to voice his protests again as to not anger his friend. Having known 
Hansi for half of his life gave him a rare insight into the what made him tick. 


Frustration being one of the things that made Hansi angrier than anything else and the second was being 
unable to make progress in something. In this case, walking to the other side of a forest. Little grimaces and 
frown lines made themselves apparent over the days they'd been here and it was only a matter of time 
before Hansi blew his stack. Andre prayed that it wasn't anytime soon as a raging Hansi was difficult to handle 
in the recording studio let alone in the middle of nowhere. 


FEKE KE EK 


"Hey, wait up!" 


Jens chuckled at Tobi, who was frantically trying to keep up with the leggy guitarist. "Come on, move those 


small legs." 


Tobi rolled his eyes, annoyed at the slight about his height. Jens was always teasing him about it since they 
were teenagers. It wasn't his fault that his family was full of short people. His eyes tracked Jens running 
around the corner and headed after him. 


"Ah, finally caught up." 
"Ha ha, very funny smart ass." 


Jens laughed and slowed his pace, his body facing Tobi by walking backwards through the bushes. His back foot 
caught something and stopped his movement. He tried to wiggle it out of the trap but only succeeded in 
getting the other foot caught as well. Muscles pumped through his legs, coaxing whatever had his feet 
enclosed to release. Tobi race forward to help Jens out and tripped over a thin wire a foot off the ground A 
huge "whack" echoed in the air and Tobi glanced up to see Jens, arms spread apart in a T-shape while his body 


convulsed. 

"Jens!" 

His bandmate's green eyes widened and contracted, the brain trying to process what was happening. Tobi's own 
eyes widened when he noticed that several rows of metal spikes were sticking out of Jens' chest. After a 
second, it finally dawned on Tobi that Jens was caught in some sort of oversized bear trap. There were no 
levers on the side, no rope to get the thing to release his friend. 

into his mouth. 

"Jens! Wait, l'm going to find something to release you with, hold still” 

The guitarists body continued to convulse and jiggle in the metal prison, blood began to trickle out of the deep 
wounds, until everything just stopped. Tobi stared at his friend, willing him to move again but the form was 
eerily still 


"Jens? No..this can't be happening. You can't die now..no..l." 


Tobi fell to his knees, tears streaking down his face and fingers squeezing between the metal grid to reach for 
Jens. His hand felt the guitarists leg and tried to pull it free. "Please..no, come on and get out" 


The leg didn't budge, tightly trapped within the confines of the prison. Tobi bit down on his lip, drawing some 
blood and pounded on the cage. "You can't take him from me like this! You can't take him...” 


He slid down onto the ground, tremors violently shaking his small body with each breath he forced out. His 
arms wrapped around to hold himself as he rocked in place, back and forth. Terror racked his brain, fear for 
his life and the knowledge that he'd never be able to play with Jens anymore. They'd known each other since 
they were small kids and Tobi couldn't imagine a life without him. Without the sly smile and thoughtful 
expression, without the warped sense of humor or calming influence. Jens was his proverbial rock which held 
him together and for the most part sane. Sure Dirk, Eggi, or Felix was a part of him as well but Jens had 


more of a pull over him. 


Tobi's eyes drifted over to their backpack, cast away into the trees once Jens became trapped. Inside was 
something that might take the pain away, something to set his mind at ease. He forced his tired body up to 
his feet and set off towards the bag, determination etched across his face. 


FEKE KE KK 


Hansi slumped down on the mossy covered log and wiped his sweaty brow with the back of his hand. He gasped 
for air with tired lungs and studied the area before him. Somehow, it looked vaguely familiar. Then again, they 


were surrounded by similar types of trees so a bout with deja vu was to be expected. 
His eyes darted over to Andre when the guitarist made a sudden cry. "What is it?" 


The guitarist stared down at the ground with an expression of astonishment. "We've been walking in circles, 


this proves it." 
"| don't understand, what proves it?" 


Hansi stood up and moved over to where Andre was standing to look down A small star was etched into the 
ground with the initials "AO" next to it. He glanced up at Andre, confusion reigning on his face. "What is that? 
Did you drawn this?" 


Andre nodded. "Yes, a couple hours ago. This is the exact place | had my daydream about the beer. Hansi, we're 
lost. | know I've said this before, but here's the proof" 


The singer sighed and tried to control the anger building inside. Yelling at his friend wouldn't solve anything at 
this point, regardless of what his rampant emotions told him. He took a deep breath and surveyed the area 
around them with a critical eye. Yes, it did look familiar but was it really the same place? He couldn't fathom 


Andre drawing this when he wasn't looking in order to trick him. 


If they were lost, how were they going to get out? They had no map so the only thing they could rely on were 
landmarks or at the very least animals. Areas full of the same thing over and over didn't help matters at all. 
He put his hand back to comb through his shoulder length brown hair and pushed himself to think of a 


solution. 


Andre watched him out of the corner of his eyes, waiting for the anger to start. Instead, Hansi turned his 
head towards his friend and frowned. They stood there staring at each other for a few minutes before Hansi 


cried out, "Ah hal" 


Hansi leaned back and retrieved the pack hanging off his shoulder. They'd been taking turns carrying it as to 
share the burden of its weight equally. He dug into it and pulled out the pouch of white marbles. Andre raised 
his eyebrow, wondering what the heck Hansi was up to. 


"wwe got an idea, if we use these marbles we can figure out how to get out of here. For example, if we 
encounter one of these after we placed it on the ground then we know to travel the opposite direction from it. 


This might even help us get out of this blasted forest." 


Andre stared at his friend for a second before slowly nodding his head in agreement. "Ok, why not? It's not like 


we have anything to lose at the moment." 


Hansi flashed him a small smile and placed one of the marbles beside the path they'd just come from. "This will 
eliminate that route as we just came from there. Let's head to the right this time." 


KEKEKE 


Tobi reached into their backpack and pulled out a gun. He studied the weapon that laid in his hands; the even 
weight between the handle and barrel, the cold metal that shined along the sides. He held it close to his face, 
eyes taking in the roundness of the end that looked back at him. His mind wondered what it would feel like to 


have it against his head, or maybe in his mouth. 


He glanced back at Jens' corpse and swallowed the ever present lump in his throat. His reason for carrying on, 


hanging mid air and staring blankly at him. His view switched back to the gun, the key to his salvation 


He licked his dry lips and tried to steady the racing heart that slammed against his ribs. The blunt object 
rested against the side of his head, ready and willing to ease the pain churning deep inside. His eyes slipped 
shut, breath slowly pushing itself out of his chest, in and out. The hammer pulled back and clicked into place, 
his index finger brushed over the trigger and then squeezed it. 


A loud bang filled the quiet forest, scattering birds from the high trees. The gun slipped out of Tobi's palm and 
landed into the tall grass with a dull thud. 


Jens looked on, eyes focused in front of him. A single trail of sweat rolled down his face, almost like a tear. 


FEKE KK EK 


The sun started to descend when Andre and Hansi finally stopped for the day. They broke out some food 
they'd brought from home and ate in silence. So far, they'd only encountered one of their white marbles since 


placing them. The area with Andre's star hadn't appeared again and Hansi was beginning to feel hopeful again. 


The anger and frustration had slowly abated which made him happy. This wasn't the time or place for 
screaming at each other. If they could keep their calm and work together, they'd make it out of here at some 
point. 


Still, the fact that they had potentially wasted two days walking the same paths over and over wasn't very 
reassuring. How far behind were they from the others? One day? Two days? Hansi could only speculate and 
any idea he came up with would just make him clench his jaw. He was determined to stay positive about the 
situation, even if it killed him. 


Andre stretched and mumbled something about relieving himself to Hansi before setting off into the trees. 
Hansi watched him go and prayed that his friend wouldn't get lost. It was bad enough having both of them lost 
together than having one search for the other as well. He carefully brushed the bugs off the log and laid down 
to rest his head on his arm. Sleep tugged on his eyelids, forcing Hansi to shake himself in order to stay awake. 
He wanted to make sure that Andre returned before falling asleep. 


Soon the trees parted and the guitarist came through. Not a second later, Hansi was out cold from exhaustion. 
Andre shot him a sympathetic look and grabbed his coat out of the pack to use as a pillow. He sighed and 
placed himself as best as he could on the smaller log. It wasn't the right length for his height but it was 
better than laying on the hard ground. He watched Hansi for a bit before succumbing to sleep as well 


FEKE KE KK 


Kai removed his hand from his pants and sighed. He still couldn't manage to get a decent wank going. The 
various horrified screams throughout the day and night didn't help matters either. Being scared for your life 
tends to put a damper on these sorts of things, he mused. 


They'd decided to take turns sleeping so the other person could keep watch for anything strange. Kai 
volunteered first with the hopes of relieving himself without Dirk watching on Several times over the course 
of the day he'd mentally kicked himself for not letting Dirk just beat him off this morning. At least then he 
wouldn't have to feel so frustrated all of the time. That and he knew it was starting to get on Dirk's nerves, 
judging by the copious amount of times that Dirk's jaw clenched. 


Kai glanced over at his bandmate, who was passed out a few feet away under the blankets. For the first hour 
or so Dirk had been laying on his side but now he reclined on his back. Kai could see the lines of Dirk's chest 
and legs under the blanket, the small cloth laid over him like a puddle of water. 


He looked away, blocking the images of himself pulling back the covers and climbing into bed with Dirk out of 
his mind. His fingers tightened around the shovel in his lap, gripping it so hard his knuckles turned white from 
the strain. Weird noises surrounded their camp and it made him increasingly nervous. He just wanted to huddle 
next to Dirk and sleep through the madness. 


A nearby moan filled the air and Kai turned back to Dirk. His bandmate was still asleep, absently rubbing his 
cock under the blankets. Kai's breath hitched with each stroke that Dirk did on himself. The circular motions 


hypnotized Kai's eyes, making him wish he had those fingers on his own cock Kai swallowed and tried to look 
away, fighting all of the sexual urges raging through his body, aching so badly to be released. 


Throwing the shovel to the side, he raced over to Dirk and climbed on top. His lips sought out Dirk's, desperate 


for a taste of that warm mouth. He bent his knees, arching for the feel of another cock against his own. 


Dirk opened his eyes, confused at what was going on and why he suddenly had another person on top of him. 
Kai ground his hips into Dirk's groin, the friction sending pleasure all through his body. His lips left Dirk's, head 
thrown back in ecstasy. Dirk swallowed the lump in his throat and watched Kai's back arch with each push of 
his crotch. His hands fumbled in the folds of the blanket before coming loose to cup Kai's ass, groping and 
pulling Kai harder against him. The singer gasped and smile down at Dirk, the kind of smile that sent all sorts of 


confused signals to his cock and drove him wild at the same time. 


Their lips met again, taking the time to explore and play with each other. Hands sought out places to grab and 
stroke, frantic for the feel of warmth beneath their fingertips. Bodies twisted and turned in the onslaught, 


lungs gasping for air while tongues warred for dominance inside their mouths. 


When they finally pulled apart, their eyes locked for a moment before fumbling with buttons and zippers. Once 
freed of their clothes, they launched at each other like two hungry animals. The danger of the forest around 


them was a memory, their only focus now was a long overdue release. 


FEKE EE KK 


Joachim looked up from his dinner to the trees in front of him. Various noises drifted through, moans and 
groans could be heard all around. His eyebrow raised, half wondering if it was just one guy or two. The thought 
of two men going at it in the middle of the forest turned his stomach and yet his jeans slowly began to 
tighten. He glanced down at this crotch, angry that his cock would find this of all things arousing. 


The sensual sounds grew louder in his ears, like they were right beside him, egging him on to relieve the 
tension. Joachim's eyes slipped shut while his fingers brushed over his hardness. He moaned as it leapt in his 
hand, eager to please its master. The temperature of his body started to rise with each deep breath he took, 
hips pushed up into his hand for more. He unbuttoned his jeans and slipped inside the taut fabric. 


"Oh fuck, that feels so good," he gasped to no one in particular. 


Fingers gripped the organ tighter, enclosing it in a tight space and forcing it to poke harder into his hand. His 
hips rocked up and down, scattering the blankets underneath him into a bunched up mess. He shifted his legs 
apart to get a better grip and to rub his balls. They laid heavy in his palm, just waiting to spill their seed all 
over his hand. Gasps of breath escaped his mouth, his heartbeat thundered in his ears, drowning out the 
noises in the distance. His hand blurred on the shaft, hips pumping so hard that he couldn't keep up with the 
frantic pace. He arched and rose off the ground as he came, hips still rocking and viciously splashing his 


release all over the ground. Blurry images moved around his eyes before the camp drifted back into focus. 


And the first thing they saw was an irate Oscar. Joachim wiped his hand off and quickly buttoned his pants 
back up. He swallowed hard at the notion that Oscar had been watching him the whole time. He mentally cursed 
himself for being swayed by the noises around him. 


"What the hell are you doing? Getting off on some guy's fucking? That's sick!" 


Joachim sighed and stared at the ground, unwilling to rise to Oscar's bait. "Look, | didn't know you were standing 
there. Don't get so riled up about something every guy does.” 


Oscar clenched his fists and stood right in front of the singer. For a second, Joachim feared that the other 
man was going to punch him. Never before had he witnessed this kind of pent up rage from his friend, a friend 


who was normally so calm and relaxed about anything. 


Oscar leaned down and got right up in Joachim's face, his eyes wild and livid. "I don't want to see you doing that 
in front of me again, or so help you l'm going to make sure it's the last time you ever will. Do | make myself 


clear?" 


A solid crack echoed in the air. Joachim's eyes widen, his fingers slid up to touch the burning patch of skin on 


his face where Oscar had backhanded him. "What the fuck?" 
"Don't push me. Just do what | say!" 
Oscar grabbed their backpack, pulled the remaining blanket out, and wrapped himself with it on the ground 


several feet away from Joachim. The latter opened his mouth to say something but the penetrating look he 


garnered from his bandmate made it snap shut. 


Day Four 


Dirk woke up sore and yet fulfilled. The past night's session of sex left him with more than just an aching ass 
but a feeling of relief concerning Kai. He squinted in the early morning light to see Kai sitting on a log, smoking 
a cigarette and staring up into the sky. Dirk arched an eyebrow, confused at why Kai was doing that, and 
climbed out of bed. The cold air chilled his body, until he realized that he was still naked from last night. He 
grabbed his clothes and put them on before joining Kai on the log. The singer was still looking up when Dirk 
nudged him with his elbow. 


"You alright?" 


Kai nodded and shifted his head down to look at the ground. "On one hand, I've finally got the urges out of my 
system for the mean time but on the other | can't help feeling guilty when | think about Henjo. He trusted me 
to be good on this trip and yes | haven't always been the model of abstinence, but | really wanted to stick to it 
this time." 


Dirk sighed and ignored the hurt pricking at him from inside. A small part of him wanted Kai to feel something 
for him and yet all his friend could think about was his lover. He mentally kicked himself, once for wishing for 
more between them and then again for feeling anything other than friendship for Kai. He had to stop craving 
his bandmate, to break free of that desperate need from the ache inside. Nothing seemed to fill the void; no 
girl or guy, just a redhead singer that had been a part of his life for so many years. Watching him fuck Henjo 
night after night was the ultimate form of torture; the kissing and touching, how he wanted that so much and 
how he was never lucky enough to get it. His jaw clenched, frustrated over the fact that he will never find 


peace this way and yet he'd give anything for it if he could. 
His shoulder was nudged and he looked down to see Kai staring at him with a puzzled frown. 
"Hey, what's wrong?" 


Dirk took a deep breath, purging every urge and need out of his body for now, before answering. "I'm fine. We 
should probably head out soon" 


Kai bumped his arm again, still not convinced of his friend's declaration. "Come on, what is it?" 
Dirk moved away from Kai and climbed to his feet. "It's nothing, ok? I'm going to pee, I'll be back in a second." 


Kai tracked him as he went, eyes clouded with confusion. Convinced that Dirk was just in one of his moods, he 


shrugged his shoulders and started to pack up their blankets. 


PEKEE 


Joachim felt weird. 


No, not weird just really out of it. He couldn't figure out why his brain clouded every time he thought of 


something more important than peeing. 


Not to mention the fact that he was aroused damn near every part of the day. Yes, he hadn't been with his 
girlfriend in many days but this was just plain odd. He had to wank himself at least four times a day to just 
keep it in check. 


Oscar's paranoia of him getting off from last night didn't help matters either. In the ten plus years that he'd 
known Oscar, he'd never been hit by him. The sudden backhand cought him so far off guard that it took an 
hour to calm down. How he'd managed to not retaliate was a mystery but he vowed he would if his friend 
ever tried that again. There was no way he would succumb to abuse via a bandmate and that wasn't going to 


happen again if he had anything to say about it. 


He groaned while glancing down at his crotch. His cock pushed up against the inner fabric of his jeans, ready 
and willing to be used. He cast his eyes over at Oscar, who was still sleeping a few feet away. Sighing, he gave 
in and pulled out the stiffness from his pants. It jumped in his hand, light catching the pre-come and sweat 
that washed over. He forced himself to keep his eyes open and looking at Oscar, just in case the bigger man 
woke up in the middle of it. His hand pulled his cock away from his belly, stroking along the length of it with 
rough fingers. He wanted this to be over quick as to not awake Oscar, so he wasted no time in pumping the 
organ faster in his palm. Sweat dripped off his face with each stabbing thrust of his hips. Before he knew it, 
his eyes slipped shut and he began to moan his pleasure. 


His hand was pushed away and a body climbed on top. Eyes flew open and stared up at Oscar, who wore a 
feral expression on his face. Joachim tried to utter "sorry" but the words were cut off in his throat as Oscar 
forced his knee into Joachim's crotch. The hard denim limb scraped across his cock, sending his hips up to 


demand for more. 
"You're sick, Joachim. Flashing your cock for all to see" 


The other man didn't answer, his mind too dazed with the sensations associated with getting off. He continued 
to moan and pant with each push of Oscar's knee into his balls. A string of words tumbled out before he could 
stop himself. 


"Oh fuck, don't stop." 


Oscar's eyes blazed with fury, his hand reached out for Joachim's cock and yanked it violently. Joachim's body 
arched up, confused and yet needy for it to continue. Oscar pulled the delicate organ away from Joachim's 
form and back again, earning him a long pleasure filled moan. His hand slowed its descend and went at an even 
and almost sensual pace. Joachim moaned and spread his legs further apart to get more of that rough hand, 
his eyes closed and his body relaxed into his happy place. A few more strokes was all he needed to release his 
pent up energy. 


"You fucking slut. You don't care who gropes you, just as long as you get a release.” 


Joachim wasn't listening to any of the words, his mind flashing him pictures of Oscar sucking him off. His hips 
rocked back and forth, moving to the images playing in his head. He could see Oscar's mouth enclosing it like a 
glove, the tongue rolling over the tip and back again. His body arched and tried to force itself deeper into the 
hot place it craved. At no point did he question why he was getting blown by Oscar, he just wanted more and 
nothing else mattered. Warmth gathered in his balls, swollen and heavy for a release. He knew he was close, 


the movement of his waist pushed off the ground, muscles in his back strained and weary. 
And then it all stopped. 


Joachim's eyes flew open, wondering why Oscar had taken him out of his mouth. The latter eyed him with 
such intensity that Joachim nearly flinched in response. They watched each other for a moment, while 
Joachim's cock pushed up for attention between them. Oscar's glance drifted towards the offending organ 


which rose higher for him with each passing minute. 


So confused between reality and fantasy, Joachim reached up with one of his hands to push Oscar's head to 
where he needed it again. Oscar's look changed from confusion to hatred in an instant. He grabbed the hard 
cock and pulled it away from Joachim's belly. The singer moaned his pleasure and demanded more from his 
friend. And more Oscar gave him, yanking it as rough as before. Spots danced beneath Joachim's closed eyelids, 
the impeding orgasm finally within his grasp. The tugging grew harder and he felt himself wincing at the harsh 
treatment on his cock He opened his mouth to protest but a sudden scream escaped his lips instead. Oscar 


pulled it further and further away from Joachim's form, despite the growing protests from his friend. 
"Fuck, that hurts! Stop!" 


Oscar ignored Joachim's cries and fisted it rougher than before. Joachim's hands came up from his sides and 
attempted to intervene the violence being forced on him but they were slapped away with Oscar's free hand. A 
rustling noise filled his ears and he realized that his pants were being stripped away. He opened his eyes and 
tried to plead with his friend, so sure that this was some sort of misunderstanding. 


Oscar's attention was directed on himself, his cock tightly confined his jeans aching to get out. A sly smile 
formed on his lips as he reached in and pulled the organ out. It glistened in the late morning sun, pre-come 
dripped from the tip when Oscar looked back at Joachim. The latter man gulped for air, afraid of what Oscar 
was going to do. Oscar reveled in that fear and forced his body on top of his bandmate. Joachim's eyes went 
wide, the pressure of the other cock rubbing against him. Oscar's hips drew back and forth, shoving his crotch 
against Joachim's over and over. Their pricks danced against each other, come and sweat mixing together, 


easing the friction between them. 
"Is this what you wanted? ls this what you crave?" 


Joachim moaned and arched his hips in response, lusting for more of this delicious pleasure. Oscar pulled away 
and a frown etched itself on Joachim's face, sad that it was over so soon. His legs were pushed ever further 


apart and a hand groped just below his balls. A look of concern flashed on his face, uncertain of what Oscar 
had in mind. Soon a finger traced the opening of his ass, pushing at it slightly and then away. Joachim 
swallowed the lump in his throat and desperately shook his head. 


"Wait, Oscar. | don't want that!" 
"Too bad, because | do." 


With that Oscar sliced his cock into Joachim's ass in one fierce thrust. The burning and pressure caused 
Joachim to cry out in pain. He tried to pull himself up from the ground and away from the torture, but Oscar 
shoved his body back down knocking the air out of Joachim's lungs. Oscar's hips drove harder into the tight 
vice of Joachim's crack, pulling back to allow the tip to penetrate again and again. Tears gathered in Joachim's 


eyes when he tried to get the lost air back into his chest. 
"Please..please stop." 


Oscar shook his head, the short black hair swayed back and forth along his shoulders. "No, I'm not finished 
yet." 


Fingers wrapped themselves around Joachim's throat, squeezing air from his windpipe. His arms flayed around, 
frantic to get Oscar to stop this madness. Oscar eased up on the pressure and Joachim choked to get some 
oxygen into his tired lungs. He wouldn't be able to take much more of this before he passed out. Oscar shook 
Joachim's body, unwilling to let the singer rest while he was getting pleasure. Blood trickled out of Joachim's 
ass, rubbed raw by the friction and lack of lubrication Spots danced in front of Joachim's eyes, constant pain 
frying what little of his brain that still functioned He took a deep breath and launched his fist as hard as he 


could at Oscar's head. The blow landed on Oscar's nose, jostling it enough to draw some blood. 
"You fucking bastard!" 


Oscar's fingers clenched around Joachim's neck, grasping it hard enough to make the eyes bug out. Joachim's 
legs pushed up and attempted to shoved Oscar's body off him to stop the guitarist from strangling him. Oscar 
let go of Joachim's neck and punched him in the face instead. Instinctively Joachim's hands went up to protect 
himself but Oscar pulled one away and continued to beat his friend. Blood splattered against Oscar's shirt and 


covered his hands after each vicious hit. 


He pulled his cock out of Joachim's ass and picked the body up to roll it over on its stomach. The force of 
which Oscar shoved Joachim face first into the ground snapped his neck back at an odd angle. Joachim landed 
with a thud into the dirt. He lifted his head up slightly until a sharp pain ran up his spine forcing him to lower 
it again. His face was littered with blood, saliva, and dirt. He bit his lip and started to cry, so sure that he was 
going to die like this. He would never get to see his girlfriend again, sing on stage, or write another song. The 


tears and filth stung in his eyes, prompting his hand to reach up to brush it away. 


Sudden pressure on his back, forced his attention to Oscar once again. He half hoped the guitarist had left him 


to die or killed him quickly so he wouldn't have to endure anymore of this. His ass was opened up again with 
Oscar's cock and he cried out in pain The pleas only made Oscar drive harder into his friend, thrusting and 
pushing his way to completion. 


"Stop..l'm..begging..you." 


Oscar's fist clenched and aimed at the back of Joachim's head, hitting it dead center. "I'm tired of your 


complaints, just shut up until I'm done!" 
Darkness filled Joachim's vision, red lines weaved around and then stopped. 


The guitarists body shuttered, hips pumped harder into the form beneath him. The tightness gripped his cock 
like a vice and wouldn't let go. He shifted Joachim's body up on its knees to get a better angle. It lie limp in his 
arms, Joachim's head hung down towards the ground. Oscar shook the body a bit to get it to wake up but it 
didn't respond. He shrugged his shoulders and continued to pound into Joachim’s ass, until an orgasm finally 
pushed him over. His hips rocked faster, letting the taut space milk the come out of his cock. He moaned and 
removed himself from Joachim and dropped the body to the ground again. His eyes swam with sparks of light 


before focusing on the trees beside him. 


He lumbered over to their pack and reached in for a bottle of water to drain it in one gulp. He hadn't realized 
how dehydrated he'd become while fucking his bandmate. A smile curved around his lips, remembering how 
Joachim had begged for him to stop. His eyes traveled over to his friend's body, the stillness made him frown. 


Oscar forced his tired body up from the log and walked back over to Joachim's form. He leaned down and 
shook the singer's shoulder, trying to get a response but nothing was forthcoming. He rolled the body over and 
gasped at what he saw. Joachim's normally smooth face was swollen and purple, fluids matted dirt into his hair 
and mouth. 


He moved away from the body. Had he done that? He couldn't remember doing that. All he did was fuck him, 
right? Oscar held his head in his hands, hitting the sides over and over to get the memories to come back. 
Was his friend dead? Had he killed him? The questions littered his mind relentlessly, forcing himself to block 
them out. 


A shift in the trees diverted his attention. He looked up in time to see something fly through the air and hit 
him in the center of his chest. He gasped for air and hunched over on himself. His lungs frantically pulled air 
in, while his body started to shake from the shock. Another object echoed in the forest slicing through Oscar's 
head, splattering blood and tiny flecks of brain against the tree behind. Oscar's body slumped to the right and 


slid down into a heap. 


The attacker turned around and drifted back into the trees without a sound. 


FEKE EE EK 


Luca wrapped his arms around his knees, hugging them like a lifeline and mumbling in Italian. The trees in front 
of him moved slightly and then parted to admit two men. His eyes widen and he screamed for them to get 
away. They approached closer to him, slow and steady as to not agitate him further. He gasped for breath, so 
sure they were going to kill him like they did to Fabio. 

"No..please..| don't want to die." 

The two men put up their hands, patting the air to get him to stop but he continued to rave at them. 

They exchanged confused glances and crouched down next to Luca. The heavier of the two men spoke first. 
"We're not here to hurt you, are you injured? Where's Fabio?" 

Luca's eyes blinked several times, willing the tears to not fall, the loss of his bandmate still fresh in his mind. 
"Mort, mort, mort" 


The skinny one frowned and looked up at the heavier one for an answer. "What's he saying?" 


"Mort is death in Italian. | remember it from the Once and Future King novel. That was the alternate title to it: 
The Death of Arthur." 


The former man rolled his eyes in mock annoyance at the other man. "Is there anything you don't know, 
Hansi?" 


He chuckled and then blushed slightly. "Plenty. Like for starters, why is he like this?" 


Andre looked around the camp area and spotted a blanket covered lump laying several feet away. He arched an 
eyebrow and set about to investigate. Once he arrived, he reached down and pulled back the cover a little bit 


and yelped. 


Hansi took his eyes off Luca and shuffled over to where Andre stood. He glanced down and gasped at the sight 
below. Fabio's body had started the decay process, bugs crawled around the corpse in and out of various 
orifices while the cells started to break down into a jelly-like mess. Andre resisted the urge to throw up, 
knowing it would be disrespectful and it would horrify the scared guitarist even more. He replaced the blanket 


and exchanged a frown with Hansi before turning his attention back to Luca 
"What are we going to do with him? We can't just leave him here, especially in the state that he's in" 


Hansi sighed, torn on whether to just leave Luca or not. "I don't see how we can take him along with us. He's 


barely functional as it is, not to mention that he'd slow us down" 


"Are you sure that's a good idea? What about animals and such? How would he defend himself against that?" 


"| don't know, Andre. Maybe we can... 


Hansi's train of thought was derailed when he spotted the island map sitting off to Luca's side. He reached 
down and picked it up, all the while watching Luca's facial expressions for any sign of emotion other than fear. 
His eyes cast a glance at the parchment, figuring out where they were thanks to Luca or Fabio's detailed 


markings on the map. 


"Look at this, this is where we are now. If we make a note on this, then we can give it to the contest 


organizers when we cross the finish line. That way they'll know exactly where he is so they can help him out." 


Andre nodded, still unsure whether they should leave him or not. Hansi patted his friend on the shoulder to 


reassure him and to calm his fears. 


‘Luca, we're going to get you some help. Someone should be here in a couple of days. | see that you have food 


in your pack and I'll give you some of our water so you can hold out 


Hansi reached into the pack and pulled out the water bottle. He emptied almost all of it into Luca's small bottle 
beside him and replaced their bottle back into the bag. 


"Good luck, my friend.” 


With that, the two men wandered into the trees opposite the way they came, leaving Luca to stare at the 
water bottle in his hands with a face full of confusion. 


FEKE EE KK 


Kai stood off to the side, smoking a cigarette. Dirk would glance up at him from time to time just to make 
sure he was still there. Kai's silence at the moment was a bit unnerving for Dirk but he figured his friend had 
some thoughts that he needed to work out. Considering what had taken place the previous night, he imagined 
that most would concern Gamma Ray's bushy haired guitarist. 


Kai turned to begin pacing again when whispered words drifted into his ears. 

"See you in hell.” 

His head turned to see who it was, just as something hit him from behind He gasped, air pulled out of his 
chest in one large swoop and fogged up his eyes. His brain tried to comprehend why he tasted blood in his 
mouth and what was sticking out of his chest, until he realized it was the shiny tip of a sword. He stared down 
at Dirk, who was frozen in place on the log, and frowned. Gravity made its presence known, Kai's body slid off 


the sword, leaving a solid red trail along the way, and crumpled to the ground. 


Dirk stared blankly at his friend for a second, unable to understand why he wasn't getting up, before moving 


over to his side. Kai's eyes were rolled back into his head, breath forced itself in gasps out of his chest, while 
tremors of shaking started due to massive blood loss. Dirk did the only thing he could think of and put 
pressure on the wound with the palm of his hand. He muttered for Kai to stay calm, even though Dirk was 
terrified himself. Kai coughed up tiny specks of blood with each heave of his tired body, breath now coming 
out shallow and labored. Dirk pressed harder on Kai's rib cage, willing the blood to stop flowing from below. He 
couldn't lose his friend like this, it couldn't be happening. 


"Come on, Kai. You're going to be fine." 


The body in his arms gave one final shudder and then there was silence. Dirk gently shook Kai's body to get 
him to wake up, begging and pleading him to open his eyes again 


Laugher filled Dirk's ears; the laughter of a maniac, the laughter of Kai's killer. Dirk set Kai's body down and 
launched himself straight at Ralf, before the latter knew what hit him. The sword was smacked out of Ralf's 
hand and Dirk pinned him to the ground. His fingers wrapped around Ralf's neck and proceeded to slam his head 
against a rock. Blood stained the ground with each vicious thrust. Ralf continued to laugh about Kai's death, 
even after his jaw was broken by Dirk's hands. 


"You fucking bastard, stop laughing!" 


Dirk pulled Ralf's body up, hovered him two feet above the ground, and then slammed his head into the rock 
with such force that it snapped his neck like a twig. The laughter ceased and Dirk opened his fingers, letting go 
of Ralf's corpse. 


He sat there, startled over the fact that he'd just murdered a man with his bare hands in cold blood. Flecks of 
dead skin hid under his fingernails, mixed with Ralf's blood and dirt. He glanced down at them and felt his 
stomach lurch inside. His arms wrapped around himself to warm the sudden chill that tugged at his body. He 
turned his head and saw the outline of Kai's form laying a short distance away. A shaky moan escaped his lips, 


feelings of loss traveled back at him in a dizzying sea of emotions. He forced himself up to a standing position 


and lumbered back to where he'd left his friend. 


Dirk cradled Kai's head close to his chest, lovingly stroking the reddish-brown strands. Tears were already 
forming in his eyes, a solid lump lodged in his throat that wouldn't go away. He leaned down and rested his head 
on top of Kai's, eyes screwed shut in order to prevent the tears from falling. The pain inside ate at him, a 
little at a time. Words couldn't express the emptiness that Ralf had so viciously taken away from Dirk. He'd 
give anything for Kai to be alive again, to see his face light up when they stood on stage together; a smile 
pasted across his face, enjoying every minute of the constant attention. To see him in the studio making up 
lyrics out of thin air while others played around him. That's what drew Dirk to Kai; his never ending energy, 
constant drive, and unwillingness to give up attitude. He shone like the sun to Dirk, dazzling anyone and 


everyone in his path. 


And now, the lights burned out. 


Dirk's lower lip began to quiver, tears streaking down his face, unable to hide his emotions to the very end. His 
arms tightened around Kai's body, willing it to awaken despite the stiffness that began to creep in from rigor 
mortis. He rocked in place holding Kai, swaying to the breeze that drifted around them. His lips formed words, 
words that he'd written so long ago. It was the only thing he could think of that would be appropriate and he 


was sure Kai wouldn't have minded. 
"Goodbye my friend, I'm leaving you today." 


DEEE EEEE 
Dirk didn't know how long he'd been holding Kai. 


The sun started to go down for the night and the chill set in around him. He glanced down at Kai's head for 
one last look. Brushing away the curls, he placed a small kiss on Kai's forehead before laying him on the ground 
in front. Hands traveled into the backpack they'd shared on this trip, fingers touching a half empty pack of 
cigarettes before finding what they sought. He grabbed the item and stared at it while it lay in his hands. They 


hadn't needed to use it before this, it was carried around just in case they ever did. 
Now, it had a purpose. 


He got on his knees with closed eyes and stroked the dirt beneath, letting it trickle through his fingers and 
making it one with him. His eyes opened and he nodded to himself to begin. The small shovel bit into the earth, 
loosening the dense soil, and pulling away the clumps it had formed so long ago. Every so often Dirk would stop 
to take a drink of water or to brush away the tears that continued to fall. Nothing plagued his mind, except 
for the task he'd been given. Soon the man that filled him with so much joy would be laid to rest, at peace 


forevermore. 


Satisfied with the depth, Dirk laid the shovel against the mound of dirt and turned back to Kai. If he hadn't 
known better, he could swear Kai was just sleeping and not really dead. He took a deep breath, air forced itself 
through the tightness in his chest, before pulling Kai back into his arms. 


"You probably didn't know how | felt about you or maybe you did. | just wanted you to know that I'll miss you 


and... 


Dirk brushed away the tears that rolled down his face with his sleeve before continuing. "And that, | hope 
you're up there with Ingo and Matt. Be sure to say "hi" to them for me." 


He bit his lower lip to stop it from shaking so much and laid his head down on Kai's once more. His lips brushed 
Kai's cheek and hovered over his ear. Dirk closed his eyes and whispered, "I love you" before tightened his grip 
on Kai's form. He forced himself to let go, knowing that staying in this position would only make it harder. 


His hands went under Kai's armpits, raising him up a little in order to lay him inside the freshly dug grave. Dirk 
had already put one of the blankets at the bottom as to wrap Kai with once he was in place. Once settled, Dirk 


looked down at Kai for one last time. The urge to just climb into the grave and lay next to Kai was 
overwhelming. He could easily pull the dirt over them, entombing himself and Kai together forever. He shook his 
head and knew full well that Kai would be angry at him for doing it. He'd berate Dirk for wasting the rest of 
his life, and that he had so much to live for. As much as Dirk didn't want to hear it, Kai would be right. 


He climbed partway into the grave and kissed Kai's lips one more time. How he wished that Kai was kissing him 
back just like he had last night. The slow caress of lips and tongues, weaving themselves around each other. His 
hand slid down the other man's chest, over the top of hard nipples and down the middle. He pulled his fingers 
away from Kai's body and back to his own. The thumping of his heart beneath his hand calmed the turmoil 
inside, if only for a moment. Knees voiced their protest when he climbed back out of the grave after placing 
the blanket over Kai's form. He touched the pile of dirt he'd previously dug up for a moment before pushing it 
over the top of the body. It gathered around Kai's legs first, leaving his head for the last part. After all of the 


dirt had been replaced, Dirk patted over it with a gentle caress before getting up in search of some wood. 


He found a long stick with a enough space with which to write on. His hands felt around in the backpack for a 
pen but he was unable to find one. Instead he pulled out Kai's lighter and cigarettes. Dirk lit one and used it 
lightly on the wood to char a string of words. When he finished, he checked it for any mistakes before placing 
it at the foot of Kai's grave. 


He twirled the cigarette between his fingers, studying it for a moment, and then stuck it into his mouth. It had 
been almost a year since he'd quit smoking and yet it just seemed proper to smoke a cigarette after burying 
his friend. The smoke filtered out of his mouth with each exhale while his eyes drifted shut, exhaustion finally 
making its presence known on this long day. He took one final drag of the cigarette before putting it out in the 
dirt. 


Dirk placed the cigarettes and lighter back into the pack and pulled out the remaining blanket. He wrapped it 
around himself and laid down on the ground, thankful that the comforting arms of sleep would take him away 


from all of this, if only for a few hours. 


Day Five 


Kiko leaned against Rafael to keep the warmth between them. He couldn't figure out why Rafael was so cold all 
of the time. This weather was nothing compared to some parts of Brazil and yet his friend acted like they 
were sitting in the middle of a blizzard. The constant shaking and teeth chattering had only started a few 
hours ago. He hadn't a clue what was causing it since they both had the same food and water since this whole 
thing began. The only possibility was that Rafael had somehow been bitten by something in the forest, causing 
this bizarre symptom to manifest. They hadn't thought to pack any medicine and the shack they'd found 
yesterday was just filled with blankets. 


Rafael shuddered in his arms, forcing Kiko to hold on tighter to abate the muscle spasms. He could feel 
Rafael's labored breath being forced out of his mouth and back in again through his nose. 


"l'm c-cold." 
"I know, I'm trying my best to warm you up." 
Rafael frowned and looked down at his body. "I'm dying, aren't |?" 


Kiko took a deep breath before answering, unsure of what to say to a statement like that. "No, you're going to 


be fine. | know you will." 


Rafael coughed as he shook his head. "You're a horrible liar. | know something is effecting me, | can feel it 


eating away at me. Piece by piece, inch by inch." 
"Don't say that. This will pass and you'll be good as new in a day or so." 


He wiggled out of Kiko's arms and moved away. "You don't understand, | know something is wrong! They are the 
cause of all of this. It's them, those bastards who took us and put us here. | know it, | can feel it" 


Wildness reigned in Rafael's eyes, the very same mania that appeared to effect Ralf several days ago. Kiko 


made no movement towards his friend, afraid of provoking him any further. 
"Listen to me, you're not well. | will find a way to get you better, | promise." 


Rafael lean back and laughed into the sky. "You really think you have a chance? We're sitting ducks waiting for 
the slaughter. | can hear them talking while | sleep, secretly plotting of ways to kill us. The only reason we're 
still alive is because they're busy with the others. That's why we haven't run into anyone yet, they're all 
dead!" 


Kiko was about ready to make a grab for his friend when he noticed something odd. Rafael had stopped 
laughing and reached for a bottle of water to quench his thirst. 


"Wait, where did that come from? That's not one of the bottles we brought from home." 


The guitarist snickered at the confused expression on Kiko's face. "I lost that bottle a while ago. | found some 
more in that shack we got the blankets from." 


Kiko stared at his bandmate in utter disbelief. "You've been drinking water you found in some shack? Rafael, 
that water..that water is the cause of all of this. It's probably tainted with something. Maybe a drug or 
dissolved pill. You need to stop drinking that now!" 


He made a frantic rush for Rafael in order to wrestle the bottle out of his hands. Rafael put up a struggle, 
kicking and hitting Kiko anytime he could get the chance. Kiko wasn't backing down and soon knocked the 
offending bottle off to the side. Water gushed out of its opening and onto the ground beneath. 


"You fucking bastard, | need that water to live. It's not them who's trying to kill me, its youl” 


Kiko took a deep breath, unwilling to let his friend's ravings get to him. It was while he was trying to assess 
the situation that an idea came to him. He glanced over to their backpack and made a reach for it. Once he had 
it, he rummage through looking for the item they'd been given for this contest. At the time, neither man could 
think of a use for it. Not to mention trying to push out of their minds, that the very same object had been 
used to kill a fellow contestant. His hand brushed over the rough surface of it and he pulled it out of the bag. 


He sighed and turned back to Rafael. The latter had been watching him the whole time with interest. Now that 


Kiko had a rope in his hands, his eyes widen to the size of saucers, unsure of what his friend was about to do. 
"This is for your own good" 


Rafael quickly got up from the ground and attempted to make a run for it before Kiko intercepted his arm and 
swung him around. Kiko pushed Rafael's body into a sitting position against the bottom of a tree and proceeded 
to wrap the length of the rope around him several times. Once bound, Rafael began to scream threats at the 
top of his lungs. Kiko sighed and made his way back to the bag. He retrieved a bandana from within and 
returned to Rafael to gag him. 


‘Ill untie you once that crap is out of your system. Trust me, I'm not enjoying it anymore than you are. In the 


meantime, l'm going to head back to the stream for some more water." 
The bound man watched in silence as his bandmate walked off into the trees, leaving him alone and unprotected. 
Rafael gazed around the area he was trapped in, hopeful that someone would come by and untie him. Thinking 


of nothing else to do, he leaned his head back against the tree and waited. 


KEKEKE 


Andre pushed the thick branches aside to reveal a small camp area. He walked a few steps before stopping and 


causing Hansi to run into him. 

"Andre? What is it?" 

The guitarist didn't answer, his eyes glued to the scene before him. 

Hansi peered over Andre's shoulder to see why his friend had stopped so suddenly. "My God" 


Two bodies lie on the ground; one half naked from the waist down and the other slumped against a tree. Both 
were dead, rigor mortus froze them in the twisted positions. 


The singer took a deep breath and traveled over to the one laying next to the tree. The hair obscured who the 


man was so Hansi brushed the locks away to see who it was. He gasped and looked over at Andre. 
Its Oscar from Hammerfall. | think he was hit by something.’ 

Andre crept a little closer but still kept a good distance between himself and the body. "By an animal?" 
"| don't think so..." 


Hansi winced when he studied his hands, now covered in blood and fragments of skull. He wiped the offending 
objects off on his pants and glanced up at Andre. "He died of a gunshot wound to the head. There are pieces..of 


him on the ground" 


Bile rose in Hansis mouth, the gore finally having an effect on him. He pushed it back down into his stomach 
with a gulp and tried to block out thoughts involving him spilling today's breakfast all over the ground. 


Andre bypassed Hansi and wandered over to the other body. A frown crossed his face, confused as to why 
the man was laying on its back without any pants. The form's face was beaten so much that Andre was 
having difficulties figuring out who it had been. He assumed it might be Joachim but the idea of Oscar doing 
this was difficult to swallow. The guitarist was always so positive and nice to be around that violence like this 


was unheard of. 
Hansi stood by Andre and studied the body with widened eyes. "ls that Joachim?" 
Andre shrugged his shoulders, unsure of an answer to the question. "lm not sure." 


Hansi frowned and squatted down by the body. Swirls of purple littered the corpse along the limbs matching its 


face. "Whoever it is, they were beaten badly. I've never seen such violence and damage on a person 


His eyes noticed a pool of dark substance situated between the legs. It took him about a second to realize that 
it was blood. "Fuck, he was raped as well. How can this happen, Andre? We're all normal musicians and then you 


run across this madness." 


He shook his head and walked away from the body to clear his mind. 


Andre watched him as he shuffled over to a log and sat down with his head resting in his hands. The guitarist 
sighed and picked up the blanket bunched up by the body's feet. He shook out the dust and pulled it over the 
corpse to give it a bit of dignity. "Rest in peace, my friend." 


Hansi took a slow drink of water to fight back the feelings of nauseousness curling in his belly. The log moved a 
bit and Hansi raised his head to see Andre sitting beside him, sympathetic feelings written all over his face. 


"You can't let this get you down, not this close to the end. Maybe they ran into some sort of plant that had 


an effect on them? | mean, we're ok at the moment, right?" 


"Yes, we're fine but this just makes me wonder if all of us will turn into this over time. Maybe not here in 
this forest, maybe sometime in the future. We've been walking around here for almost five days and it's 
already wiped out several lives that weren't meant to be taken. Andre, this place is bringing out the worst in 


us. 

Andre nodded. "| understand what you're saying but | still have hope that we'll finish this contest in one piece. 
We've managed to stop walking in circles after a couple of days and appear to be on the right path now. 
Granted that the scenery hasn't been that great along the way, some things that | wish | could forget, we just 


have to press on instead of dwelling on the past. We can't save those who've died, in this case we need to 
focus on ourselves. We can do this, l'm sure of it" 


Hansi chuckled to himself. "You're just full of wisdom today, aren't you? | know that we have to keep going, | 
just want the shadowy presence to stop looming overhead. It's like we're walking around with a noose attached 


to our necks, one false move and it's game over." 


Andre leaned against Hansi's shoulder briefly and then moved away. "Don't worry about it, we can take on 


anything that comes our way." 


A smile crept across Hansi's face, lightening the tension that surrounded them, before returning the lean. 


"Alright, I've dwelled on this long enough. Let's get out of here." 


Andre smiled back and gathered up the backpack. They took one last look at the two men before setting off 


into the woods again. 


FEKE EE KK 


Tobi stopped at the edge of the stream and rested. He'd been walking for hours, and yet he wasn't that tired. 
His fingers caressed the water, washing off the built up blood and filth, before drying them off on his pants. 


He stared into the water, hoping it would calm his fragile mind but all it did was reflect the monster he'd 


become over the past couple hours. The loss of Jens still echoed inside, a never ending ache that ate away all 
of the happiness that used to be a part of him. 


If he ever got out of this hell, he'd wonder what to do next. The passion for music that drove him in the past 
was a memory at this point, the lyrics would come out jaded and hurt instead of hopeful and loving. 


His eyes cast down to the gun laying beside his feet. How he wished he'd been able to just end his life a couple 
days ago, his conscious being the only one to scream at him to remove the gun seconds before it fired. Jens 


would've never forgiven him if he did, not to mention his bandmates. 


Tobi rose up from his crouch and stretched his stiff legs. The end was near, he could taste its bitterness and 
it was the only thing driving him on. 


A pained sigh floated through the air as he disappeared into the forest, dragging along his pack and the gun. 


96 EE EK KK 


Markus tackled Weiki to the ground, landing on the hard earth with a thud. Bullets sprayed the trees behind 


them a second later. 


Weiki's eyes went wide, realizing that he just escaped sudden death by a hair. He leaned up and pushed the solid 
bassist off his body. His ankle screamed loudly, sending sparks of pain shooting up his leg. He grimaced and 
rubbed the hurt limb with his fingers to examine it for any damage. Satisfied that it wasn't broken and just 
twisted, he turned his attention back to the opposite side trees. Everything was silent and peaceful, a little too 
peaceful for Weiki. 


"Show yourself, you coward! You shoot us without any warning and expect us To just sit here and wait. Well, 


that isn't going to fucking happen" 


Markus was about to put his hand over Weiki's mouth to quiet him, when the trees rustled and parted to omit 
a single man. Both stared at the man before them, too shocked to say anything. 


The man walked over and pulled out his gun to aim it straight at Weiki's head. "I finally found you two. And 


now, its your time to die.” 


Markus scrambled up to his feet and clenched his fists. "You bastard, how dare you. I'm going to make you pay 
for that!" 


Weiki reached out his hand and grabbed Markus‘ arm before he could take a few steps. He shook his head at 
the enraged bassist. "Don't. That doesn't solve anything and it's me he wants." 


He turned back to the man with a sad expression on his face. "| can't help but blame myself for the way you 
turned out. | dragged you to that contest almost twenty years ago, despite your protests. If | had known what 


| do now, | wouldn't have even entered Helloween in the first place." 
The man shook his bald head and screamed, “Bullshit! You would have done it anyway.’ 


Weiki sighed and reached for a cigarette, his eyes still on the man's form while he lit it. "What do you want me 
to say, Michi? I'm sorry that | did it" 


Michi stepped closer and put the end of the gun barrel against Weiki's forehead. "| don't believe you!" 


Annoyance flashed across Weiki's face. "You're not going to listen to anything | say, are you? Well, if that's the 
case, then just shoot me. Go on, do it!" 


Markus’ stared dumbfounded at the guitarist, confused as to why he'd even say such a thing. 
Michi grinned and cocked the trigger. "My pleasure.’ 


Weiki snorted at the disturbed singer, amused at the audacity of his former bandmate. "You can shoot me but 
it won't change a thing. You'll still be haunted by the memories of that contest, even my death won't change 
that. | know you're not a killer, Michi. That's not you, despite the fact that you had to do it the last time. You 
saved my life with that gunshot, which I'm forever grateful for, but it's not in you to do it again in cold blood" 


Michi's face clouded with anger, flecks of saliva gathering at the sides of his mouth. "Are you calling me a 


coward?" 


Weiki shook his head and blew smoke out of his mouth, half wondering if this conversation was on a train to 
nowhere. "No, I'm not. Don't you realize that you're not the only one plagued by memories? They are 
constantly in my dreams, taunting me to the point of bitterness. And | know you have them to. The darkness 
of the forest, the viciousness of the deaths we witnessed and encountered, it's all there every day l'm alive. 
Is made me who | am today, regardless if it's not the person I'd hoped to be or not. You need to let this 


portion of your life go, cleanse it from your soul or it will eat you up piece by piece." 

Tears gathered in Michi's eyes, his hand visibly shaking the gun in front of Weiki. The guitarist reached up for 
the weapon, sliding it out of Michi's hand and into his own. He set it with care on the ground next to Markus 
and turned his attention back to Helloween's former singer. Michi was now sitting on the ground, fingers 


clenching and opening in his lap, head hung down in shame. 


I'd offer you a cigarette but | know you don't smoke. Probably a good thing, considering the shortage of 
cigarettes in a forest like this." 


Weiki quietly chuckled at his own joke, eyes still on Michi who hadn't moved anything besides his hands. 


"| want it to end; | can't live with it anymore, its just too much." 


Weiki sighed at the statement but said nothing. 

| never wanted to be back here again, why am | here? Why?" 

The guitarist shook his head. "| can't answer that for you, | can only assume it was for revenge." 
"Then why are you here again?" 


Weiki blew the smoke out of his mouth, sending it quickly into the air. "I've asked myself that several times 
over the past couple days and | still don't know the answer. Maybe it's the need to conquer my demons, 


freeing their hold over me? | just don't know." 


Michi studied his hands, turning them over and examining the deep lines that etched across them. His chin fell 


down to rest on his chest, his mouth opened to mutter "lm sorry" and then closed it again. 


Weiki considered saying something in return but any words he thought up didn't seem to be good enough. 
Instead he glanced over at Markus, letting his friend know how he felt with his eyes. The bassist grimaced in 
response and shuffled over to where Weiki was sitting. He was offered the already lit cigarette which he 


accepted without comment. 
They both watched their former singer with hooded eyes, curious as to what he was going to do next. 


Michi let a sigh escape before pushing his tired body off the ground and into a standing position His eyes 
couldn't meet those of the guitarist, the emotions too much for him to do so. He leaned down and retrieved 


the gun, packing it into his bag and setting off for the trees without another word. 
The two exchanged glances, unsure of what just happened and if they'd ever see Michi again 


FEKE EE EK 


Dirk pushed his way through the trees and into a small clearing. Breath forced its way out of his tired chest, 
while sweat dribbled down the side of his temple and off his chin. His arm rose to brush it off with the side 


of his coat. 


He'd been walking for hours, struggling to keep his mind off the loss of Kai and to force himself to continue. At 
first he wanted to just lie next to Kai's grave for the remainder of the contest, guarding it from anyone else 
who might trample his handiwork. In the end, he knew Kai would yell at him for quitting and not pushing on to 
finish what they started. The idea of leaving Kai's body was the hardest thing he ever had to do, the 


knowledge that it would be the last time he'd ever see the singer's final resting place. 


His hand reached inside his pack and pulled out a half full water bottle. He downed the life giving liquid in 
several gulps before replacing the empty bottle back inside the pouch. Unlike when he was with Kai, he hadn't 


run across any more streams or water sources since leaving their previous location. Not counting the one he 


just drank, he had one more full bottle of water left. 


The food was also running out, a handful of granola bars remained due to careful rationing. Not like he felt like 
eating, the constant pain from the loss made his stomach lurch by just looking at them. He knew he had to eat 
in order to be able to make it to the end, but he'd rather just go without. 


And sleep was something that came to him in random patches. His body knew something was wrong but it was 
unable to process exactly what it was. Dirk knew, though. It was not having Kai around, not having the man 
that was a constant companion for almost twenty years. He dreaded the task of breaking the news to Henjo 
that Kai was dead. Henjo would likely blame him for Kai's death, even though there was nothing he could have 
done to prevent it. Gamma Ray would cease to exist without Kai, their driving force since the very beginning. 


He was one of a kind, not someone you could replace with enough endless auditions. 
He punched the side of the nearby tree, anger coursing through his veins. 
"Damn you for leaving me alone! What the fuck am | supposed to do now?" 


His words echoed into the empty forest, words that no one would hear. All the weird sounds that he used to 
hear when Kai was alive had vanished without a trace, almost like they knew he'd passed and were mourning 
for his loss. That in itself made him even angrier. Would anyone mourn if he had been the one that Ralf 
stabbed? Would Kai have stopped Gamma Ray becouse of him? Dirk knew the answer was "no" but it still hurt 
more than any sword could do. He missed Kai and yet he wanted to kick the crap out of him for making these 


career ending decisions rest solely on his shoulders. 
g Y 


He'd give anything for the singer to be back. This morning he woke up hoping the previous night had been just 
a horrible nightmare until the sight of Kai's grave brought the memories crashing back at him. Quite frankly 
he was amazed that he was upright and functioning with his emotions raging out of control inside his mind. His 
hands came up to cradle his head, willing them to behave for just one more day. That's all there was left of 


this contest. lf he didn't finish it, he was almost certain that someone else would. 


That is, if there was still anyone left alive. He frowned at the fact that neither with Kai or without had he 
encountered any of the contestants on their way through the forest. He heard them throughout the journey 
but could never tell if they were right next to him or hundreds of feet away. 


A slight breeze drifted through the trees, drying the sweat on the back of his neck and arms. He sighed, 
knowing that sitting here thinking about things he had no control over was pointless, and rose up from the 


downed log. 


He stretched his sore knees before starting his walk once more through the trees, determined to finish this 
thing with every ounce of strength he had. 


FEKE KE EK 


Rafael was startled awake by an angry rustling amongst the bushes. His eyes darted around the camp in 
search of Kiko but he was nowhere to be found. He racked his brain as to how he'd ended up bound to a tree 
with a gag in his mouth. All he could remember was his cold body and his mind being cluttered with random 


thoughts. 


The bushes started to move to the right of him, swaying without a breeze. He swallowed the lump in his 
throat and hoped it was just Kiko returning from wherever he'd wandered off to. They stopped moving a few 
seconds later and Rafael breathed a huge sigh of relief. 


Something else caught his attention shortly after and he strained his ears to hear what it was. In an instant, it 
dawned on him that he was listening to Portuguese being spoken softly in the distance. Rafael assumed it was 
Kiko since both of them were the only Portuguese speaking people in the contest. That was until he heard a 
second voice which sounded a bit familiar but he couldn't quite place. The voices rose higher and the quiet 
conversation turned into an angry shouting match. Rafael struggled against his bounds, frantically trying to 
loosen them so he could help his friend. They wouldn't budge and he silently cursed his bandmate for tying him 
so thoroughly. 


The voices kept building, birds added to the cacophony of sounds with their chirps and caws. Rafael grimaced 
at all of the noise, wishing he could cover his ears with his hands. A sudden scream of "No, stop!" made 


Rafael's blood run cold. He knew it was Kiko's voice and he knew there wasn't a damn thing he could do about it. 
And then, everything went silent. No talking, no screaming, no birds, nothing. 


The only thing Rafael could hear was the sound of his heart thumping against the side of his chest. His breath 
forced through his nose in rapid succession until he was almost lightheaded. He closed his eyes and began to 
pray for God to save him, save him from this never ending nightmare. Tears streamed down his face, not only 


for the loss of Kiko but for the realization that he was fated to die here; alone and afraid. He mouthed the 


word "Kiko" against his gag over and over again before slipping into a deep sleep. 


Day Six 


Weiki sat on a fallen log, smoking a cigarette. He stared into the trees and half wondered what he was going to 
do after this smoke. It was the last one in his pack, all the rest were gone thanks to careful rationing on his 


part. 


When he got out of this godforsaken forest, he'd treat himself to an all night drinking and smoking session. It 
was the least he could do, considering all of the things he'd witnessed on this little jaunt into the woods. He 
made a pledge to Markus this morning that if he ever entered Helloween into a contest again, that Markus had 
free right to beat the crap out of him. Once was plenty, twice was too much, and a third time was just plain 


suicidal. 


Still, it had given him a chance to make peace with a past that haunted him for twenty years. Even if Michi 
wasn't entirely convinced of that fact, he still listened enough to put down the gun and not blow Weiki away. 
Whether or not this was the opening moves towards a reconciliation remained to be seen, but the chance to 
vent their feelings at each other was a step in the right direction, at least Weiki assumed it was. Regardless, a 
heavy weight wasn't pressing down on his chest anymore. And if that was his only consolation prize out of all 


of this, then it was good enough for him. 


Markus, meanwhile, was practicing with the throwing knife. He hadn't a chance to use it at all which surprised 
him judging by all of the screaming he'd heard along the way. Several times he'd wondered if any of them were 
still alive besides himself and Weiki. They hadn't encountered anyone else after Michi's sudden appearance and 


the weird noises from the forest behind them seem to disappear without a trace. 


He swallowed the lump that formed in his throat when his mind drifted on Dirk or Kai. He'd been holding out 
hope that they would run into his friends at some point, but the last they'd seen of them was on the very 
first day. A few days ago he could have sworn he heard Dirk screaming at someone, the words were muffled 
save for a few strings of profanity. There was no way to know if it had been directed at Kai or someone else. 
Kai could be a handful when he was frustrated or scared, usually forcing the other person to rise to his 
baiting or ignore him entirely. Markus hoped for the latter for Dirk's sake. The former was dangerous in any 
situation as Markus knew all too well from the early days of Helloween. Kai had gotten better at controlling his 
emotions over the years, though this contest was bound to stretch his limits to the max. 


The wooden handle curved in Markus’ palm, fitting the oversized hand like a second skin. He set his sights on a 


dying tree in the distance, leaned back a little bit, and flung the knife with all his might. 
Thud. 


The knife hit its target right on the nose. Markus smiled to himself and pried the weapon out of the wood to 
start the whole thing over again. He stepped back along the clearing further away from the tree, thereby 
increasing the distance between him and his goal. He took a deep breath, letting it slowly flow out of him 


before launching the knife again. 


Thud. 


It hit its intended location yet again, despite the longer distance traveled. Markus yanked on the knife but it 
held steadfast to the tree. His eyebrow raised in confusion, and he tried again with more oomph. It jingled loose, 
the tip encrusted with old sap and a few dead bugs. Markus grimaced at the filth for a second before wiping it 
off with his spare handkerchief. He turned around and walked back to his previous position away from the 
target. There was no point in dirtying his knife just for a few more feet of distance. He closed his eyes and 
took another deep breath before throwing. His arm flung back and... 


"Markus, knock it off already. Just sit down for a few minutes, will youl" 


Weiki's interruption broke Markus’ concentration and the knife flung out of his hand before he could aim it 
properly. It sailed through the air and out of sight before landing with a groan. Markus’ brow knitted and 
stared into the forest. Knives weren't supposed to groan, if anything they were supposed to thud or thwack 
against something. That meant that he'd hit... 


Markus gasped for a breath and took off into the forest. Weiki called after him, but the worried pleas fell on 


deaf ears. 


He ran past the trees he'd been practicing on and stopped suddenly. His knife was lodged into something laying 
on the ground. At first he thought it was another fallen log. 


And then he heard it choking. 


His eyes widened and he approached the form with caution. He swallowed over and over, trying to work up the 
courage to say something to the fallen man An apology or an “are you ok" but Markus' mind was reeling too 
much for words to make any sense coming from his mouth. Once a few feet away from the body, he dropped 


to his knees and cried out. 

There on the ground was Dirk, the knife lodged half way into his chest. Markus cradled his friend's head and 
stroked the long brown strands. His hand touched the handle of the knife to see if it was easy to move. It held 
steadfast between Dirk's ribs, the bones hugging it tight. Blood pooled around the wound, staining Dirk's gray 
shirt and making Markus grimace. Dirk licked his lips and coughed into the air. 

"Thank you." 

Markus stared down at his friend, confusion rolling across his face. "| don't understand, you must be in shock" 


Dirk shook his head slightly and smiled. "Soon | will see him again." 


The bassist couldn't comprehend what Dirk was saying. "You're not making any sense. | need to moved you out 


of here, maybe Weiki can think of something to do." 


Dirk stilled Markus‘ arms when he tried to pick up the fallen man. "No, | don't want to go. | need to see him, 
Markus. It's the only thing | really want." 


Markus shook his head, the curls swayed in the slight breeze. "To see who? Where is Kai?" 


Tears clouded Dirk's eyes, his tongue poked out of his mouth and back again after a quick brush of his lips. 
"Let me go, Markus. You need to do this for me, I'm begging you." 


He ignored Dirk's request and pulled out his handkerchief again. His hand gripped the knife and yarked it out 
with as much force as he could muster. Dirk screamed at the sudden slice through his middle, voice cracking 
due to the constant dehydration he'd suffered the past couple days. Markus quickly covered the wound with 
the handkerchief and pressed down hard on Dirk's ribs. The wounded man groaned at the tightness on his 
chest, his body rose up to push off the larger man. Markus held his ground and kept Dirk's form in place with 
his other hand. 


"You need to stay still! You're only going to make the injury worse." 
"No. Stop, don't do this. I'm ready Markus, let me go." 
Markus looked down at his friend with a determined expression. "Like hell, | am. You're going to be all right" 


He turned his head off to the side and yelled for Weiki. In the distance, he could hear his teammate groan and 
then pull himself up from the log he'd been sitting on. 


The trees wafted open and Weiki hobbled out towards Markus. The look that his bassist flashed him told him 


everything he needed to know; someone they cared about was dying. 


Weiki sighed and approached the body, half wondering if it was Kai laying on the ground. His eyebrows raised 
when he noticed it was in fact Dirk. He glanced around the area, looking for Kai but he couldn't see the redhead 
anywhere. Gritting his teeth, he carefully lowered himself down on the ground, leaving his sprained ankle out in 
front of him. He took Dirk's hand in his own and squeezed it gently. Dirk forced his head to turn so he could 
look at Weiki. The haunted pain within his eyes, made Weiki frown. He now knew where Kai was, and the pain 


began to eat away at him too. 


‘| miss him so much. To wake up without his body laying next to mine.it's not fair. Not fair that | don't have 


him anymore." 


Tears ran along the frown lines and trickled down his face. His mouth twisted into a grimace, air trapped inside 
his chest from the crying. Muscles along his back and sides began to twitch, the sudden coldness from the 
loss of blood finally making its presence known. Markus pulled him closer to keep him warm despite the feeble 


protests that Dirk attempted to make. He wasn't letting his friend die here, not if he could help it: 


Weiki, on the other hand, knew the end was near. They had no medical supplies with which to fix Dirk even if 
they could stop the bleeding. He continued to hold the bassist's hand and give him inner strength, while at the 
same time letting him know it was ok to go. A small smile tugged at the corners of Dirk's mouth, happy that 
Weiki was allowing him to move on. His lips formed a silent "thank you" at the Helloween guitarist, to which a 


simple nod was given in reply. 


Markus was oblivious to anything around him, his heart too busy aching for his friend. Dirk wasn't supposed to 
die like this, he was supposed to carry on playing his bass and watching his kids grow up. 


"I will miss you, Markus." 

A frown etched itself into the other man's face. "No, you can't give up! What about your kids?" 

"Say goodbye to them for me. Tell them that | was brave in the face of death, despite the circumstances." 
Markus shook his head back and forth, tears glistened in his eyes. "You can't go..please?" 


Dirk's free hand reached up to cup Markus’ face, stroking the scraggly beard with his fingertips. "You're a 
good friend, l'm so lucky to have you by my side. I'll never forget you, | promise.” 


Markus bit his lip and looked away, hiding the wetness that fell down his face. 
lll be with you soon, Kai." 


A gasp of breath from Dirk's tired body echoed in the empty forest. His hand slipped from Markus’ face and 
fell to his side, eyes closing one final time. Markus hunched over his friend's body and sobbed, arms reaching 
out and wrapping themselves around to hug it tight. 


Weiki sighed and stroked his bandmate's head, letting the small circles soothe the pain inside. It was all he could 
think to do. 


FEKE EK KK 


He pushed through the trees and walked into a wall of brilliant white light. His eyes squinted, blocking out the 
spots that danced in front of his eyes. He pulled out the gun and held it in front of him, cautious of anyone 
getting the jump on him while he was blinded. The shapes in front of him came into focus, several men stood 


in front of him with shocked expressions. 
"Back, | will shoot if you movel!" 


His fingers twitched on the trigger of the gun, ready and willing to blow them all away if they tried to capture 
him. A voice caught his attention to the right, one that sounded very familiar. 


"Tobi? Is that you?" 


Eyes darted around in front of him, trying to find the voice that he knew so well. He licked his lips and croaked 


out, "Jens?" 
"No, it's Felix, your friend and bandmate. Where's Jens?" 


Tobi's face contorted, the pain from a few days ago ached in his heart. He dropped to his knees, the gun 
slipping from his fingers onto the ground. Tears pricked at his eyes while his lips quivered from the memories 


that littered his head. His hands reached up to cover his face, hiding the hurt from his friend. 


Felix walked closer to Tobi and kneeled down beside him. His arm came up and pulled Tobi against his solid chest, 
holding him while he cried He stroked the singer's hair and rocked him a bit to calm the emotions that seemed 
to race through him. Tobi buried his head under Felix's neck and pressed his ear against to hear the 
drummer's heartbeat. The warmth soothed his tired soul, lulling him into a comfortable place. His eyes slipped 
shut, so exhausted from the journey, and his rapid pulse slowed to match Felix's. The last thing he 
remembered was Felix mumbling into his ear about everything being ok. He was sure he smiled at that 


thought, the idea filling his body with a sense of relief. 
And then the darkness set in. 


THE END 


